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HEAVY storm bad 

been blowing wesl- 

w a r d a cross the 

prairie. For some 

moments I had been 

standing by the win- 
dow endeavouring to catch a 
glimpse of the " Isolated Building," 
but the rifts of blinding snow made 
such a ft- nt impossible. While stand- 
ing there my mind was absorbed 
■with anxious thought for those 
who possibly at that very moment 
were overtaken by the suddenness of 
the storm. I then became conscious 
of someone near me, and turning 
J met the dark, luminous eyes of 
Edith, the pet patient of the 
Women's Public Ward, No. 111. In 
childlike faith and simplicity she 
said : 

■ "Jesus keeps in the storm, Nurse!" 
Instantly I felt reproved for my 
lack of faith, and replied: "Yes, 
Edith, it is true, Jesus keeps His 
loved ones in the storm, and the 
Psalmist tells us: "He that dwell, 
eth in the secret place of the Most 
High, shall abide under the shadow 
of the Almighty." Before I could 
make further reply the ambulance 
bell rang, announcing another 
patient. 

It was only about four months 
since this very ambulance had 
brought Edith to our Hospital. 
She was then an orphan of about 
fourteen summers — Her mother hav- 
ing died three years previously— Her 
father she' had never known. After 
her mother's death she was left to the care of a family 
almost as destitute as herself, who cared little or 
nothing about her. And so hungry, friendless, and 
alone, she fell an easy victim to the corrupt life of the 
street. 

One cold drizzly morning, just at the dawning of the 
day, the Officers of the Salvation Army Rescue- Home 
were returning from York Street whence they ltad gon e 
on an errand of mercy ; and happening to cross Baintly 
Alley they noticed lying near a disreputable looking 
saloon ;i bundle of something they knew not what. 
On reaching the spot, they found it to be that of a 
young girl. There she lay fast asleep. One arm lay 
outstretched on the damp ground as though appealing 
for help; the other pillowed her head. Truly it was a 
sight sad enough to wring pity from a heart of adam- 
ant! Nor had she cither coat or hat. A pair of old 
broken slippers were all that covered her feet; her hair, 
dark and matted, fell in loose curls about her shoulders 
and every line of her pale worn face told the story of 
misery, wretchedness and neglect. 

! Presently Edith— for that was her name — opened her 
eyes, and looking about her in astonishment, not un- 
mixed with alarm, exclaimed : " Who are you ?' ' 

I With tear-bedimmed eyes the Officers knelt beside her 
and, gently . stroking her hands, the Captain said: 
"Dear little sister, won't yon come with us ? We will 
love you and care for you. Come away." 

1 ' In response she gave the Officer one searching look as 
if to assure her troubled mind that the speaker really 
meant her, 

1 " Yes," continued the Captain, "we love you. See, 
you arc damp and cold, won't you come ?" 

After a few moments hesitation, she answered : "Y'es, 
I will come — if you let me," 

i Lovingly the Officers assisted her to arise, and with 
arms linked in those of their new charge they wended 
their way slowly towards the Rescue Home. 

I' On their arrival the Matron received the" poor girl 
with motherly tenderness, aud after a tempting break- 
fast, a warm bath, and fresh clean clothes, Edith not 
on{y felt, hat looked, like a new creature. 
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1 from her knees, with a soul unburn 
I dened, and the peace of God, "which 
passeth all understanding" scamped ' 
upon her brow. 

Prom that time forward — Edith 
was a changed girl. Sunshine took 
the place of shadows, and bright 
smiles, to thatofcold reserve. Every- 
body noticed the change. 

Four weeks after Editli was brought 
to the Home she was removed, by 
order of the Doctor, to the Hospital. ! 
Aud during the two succeeding 
weeks she was critically ill. In fact, 
the Doctor entertained no hope, 
whatever, of hur recovery. But it so 
happened that she took an tines ■ ■ 
pected turn for the better, and grad- 
ually began to take a new hold of 
life again, so that by the end of 
November she was moving, about 
the ward both hopeful and happy^ _^. 

Edith soon became a general fav- 
ourite not only with the patients but 
also with the Doctors and Nurses. 
Her bright smiles, and gentle unob- 
trusive manner, won the heart of 
everyone, arid she became known 
as "Sunshine." 

Much to the delight of everyone it 
was arranged that on Christmas' 
2§ day the convalescent patients should 
H have dinner together. A long tabic ..... 
jjj3 prettily decorated, was to he placed 
in the centre of the room, and the 
patients wcr» to sit in cushion;: >.' 
i-hrui-K, and to be served with 

of ail-key, pbuv. 
nraiu'cs, nuts ',it 



The next day, however, it was found that she was 
ill, and on summoning the Doctor, i t t was discovered 
that both her lungs were badly affected. Indeed, the 
Doctor informed the Matron that if the disease was 
not checked, she would not live long. 

During the first part of her stay in the Home she was 
very quiet and reserved. Sometimes the Matron 
would talk to her about the love of Jesus and His 
death on the Cross to save her and the whole world 
from sin. And, although she always listened atten- 
tively, she was never known to make a reply. But one 
day, when urged by the Officer to yield her heart to 
God, she replied in agitated tones— "I can't — I am too 
big a sinner!" 

Turning to the Bible the Captain gently read: 
"Come now, and let us reason together, saith the 
Lord, though your sins be as scarlet " "Oh," in- 
terrupted Edith, "If my sins were only scarlet; but 
they are black — as black as night." 

Tenderly the Officer instructed her as to theplanof 
Salvation, but Edith failed to see the Arms of Mercy 
outstretched to save her. 

One day as the Matron was passing through the 
hallway she overheard Edith trying to spell out a text 
from one of the Mottoes on the wall. Coming to her 
side, she said: " Won't you let me read it for you, 
clear?" 

Edith assented, rind the Matron read: "Christ Jesus 
came into the world, to save sinners, of wlioin 1 am 
chief." 

" Chief," repeated Edith, " what does that mean ?" 

"Chief means the very biggest," replied the Matron 
with quiet emphasis. 

" Oh, then ! I guess that must mean me !" exclaimed 
Edith in troubled tones. 

"Yes, dear," answered the Matron, "these are Jesus', 
loving words to your heart. Won't you let Him save 
you ?— just now ?" 

So kneeling together before the l'ttle text, Edith r . 
shedding a flood of penitent tears, poured out the sor- 
rows of her young heart to her Saviour, and laid her 
load of sin at His bleeding feet. A little later she arose 



pa lions th'fc w 
ward, some '■'■ \\ 
actuallv bMsi'heti 



bona' 1 ' u 1 
pudding, 
whati. 



rep; 

i:pp' 



!': : . 



■'•cr lntei'iiii 



py unf 
lies ' ' 
;le ago i. 



Ill: 



Matron 



Horn 

that day. 
In the. ait. l noun, it was 
was going to sit at the table and serve the turkey. , 
Everybody was delighted,' Then one of the patients ,' : 
laughingly suggested that "Sunshine" should s-it at ; 
the foot and serve the coffee and cocoa. The idea was ,1 
caught up at once, and so it was unanimously voted ./ 
that "Sunshine" should be: .._! ( ' 

Queen of the May f\__. 

On Christmas day. ■■ j 

After a wMspered consultation it was finally decided 
that a crown should hi made of a wreath of green 
leaves filled with clusters of pink and white carnations ;■ 
—the carnation being Edith's favourite flower. The L 
women set to work, and in a surprisingly short trine."-"";: 
the wreath of green leaves was- made. 

Bnt before the decorations were quite completed 1 j 
was instructed to retire to my room for rest and to be ' J 
ready promptly at 7 p.m. for night duty, in .thc^j 
Women's Ward. -V j 

By the time I had reappeared on duty the crown was j 
finished and lay on the centre-table— the admiration of j 
all, and Edith in particular. A little later, while pre-,./. 
paring some medicines in the small dispensing ■ ropr*.'/;.j 
Edith peeped through the door and told me that the"' , : 
day had !>een a very pleasant one; that the Matron }'. 
from the Kescuc Home had been up and brought her f " >■ 
book of Bible pictures and some flowers, and as ah,/.' 
showed me the pretty sprays she pressed the petsT; ' 
affectionately to her lips. r '"V "■'".. ; 

Edith was always glad to sec the ■"Officers.,' \a»; t fi\ 
although not a Salvationist at the time myself, Trtuisc , ; : 
confess to having been glad to see them too. Indeed _ 
I shall never forget the inspiration it was to me to "\xrf .' 
their qtiiet " God bless you, Nurse!" 

About 12 o'clock that night, as 1 was passing witfe 
■my lighted candle through the ward, I heard someone,';' 
in a whispered voice, call: "Nurse." Immediately j' 
followed in the direction of the sound, and discovert, ; 

[Concluded bu Page 8.] "": '■/'; 
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AN INSTRUCTIVE TRAVEL PAPER BY COMMISSIONER RAILTQN. 



^^WiffS^h Hf: 1ST MAS in lanon gives one i lie verv 

fW^twvn ' ,,JSi: i'" ssi! ' 10 "i'i">'-'"«i'y '-" discover 

^fe*Stl*#W7 what Christmas would become if Lhe 
%c¥/^i „.,.; ,-.,., on.,.. 1,1 < 1 ;.. ,...,. 



|^>IK?« critics of [he thhle should succeed in ^cL- 
\J!l-^S!Si'r-£J ting pvcrvijody todiHibr the gospel story 
of the stable in Bethlehem. To J. -111:1 n. 
generally Christmas, is simply nothing at nil. 

The end of the year is close at hand, for Japan, in 
desiring to pet evert way upon :i level with Western 
WillioiiE has fullv adopted theChristian calendar. V\ ith 
the beginning of a new year everyone desires to get I iie 
debts of the old one sealed, to get houses cleaned and 
made more comf .rtnhle, and to makefor all thechildrcu 
a festive season, hint as Christ lias nothing- to do with 
it at all, Mis birthday is not reeognfaed. 

Amongst the Christian community there is. oi'eourse, 
the usual attention, and much die usual planning- to do 
good, though necessarily limited by the absence of the 
holiday time. All the days up to the end of the month 
are under special pressure so that it i:.; really harder tor 
our J apanese comrades to do anything special just at 
Christmastime, than in any ordinary week. That un- 
der these conditions they manage to celebrate the great 
event, and to make for all the children they can gather 
together a special joy connected with the day is, 1 
think, a great credit to them. 

Just try to imagine v.din 1: it would lie to you if all the 
shops were full of toys and presents, and the lighting 
up and show were carried on, and all the usual shop- 
ping crowds were on the pavements from the 20th to 
the 31st of December, and especially if amid all the ob- 
jects exposed to view during- that period there were no 
pictures nor figures to remind anybody of Christ. 

Well, our Japanese comrades, tinder these circum- 
stances, just go straight ahead with their arrange- 
ments, much as any Canadian corps might, do if Christ- 
mas Day were Sunday audncitherthe Saturday nor the 
Monday were holidays. 
:•— ~ Oh! but I must remember again that there are many 
tastes outside Japan that the Japanese have not yet 
'got, and some of which I must say I can see no reason 
"wIiyAhey ever should get. Boys and girls in Japan are 
just as fond of sweetmeats, cakes, nuts and marbles, 
■:h-.!!.?, toy:;, -picture* cards and books as those anywhere 
el ,..•; tut there are not yet in Japan tables in rooms on 
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■edged show b >oks, nor do the 
utsof meat like the gre^. roast 
! ■■ ;-.:o the European table a; 
i. ■.'.-:•. are a'so unknown, and in 
oL(y;i:i,her,' There is therefore, 
tnnity for the thorough enjoy- 
tluuj where half the household 
1 a lot of disagreeable prepara- 
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' tions lor the unusual eatings and driukings of an kour 

■ 'in memory of the King who was born in the stable. 

■ But no barracks in the Army can display a brighter 

front or platform than the smallest Japanese ones do, 

with their rows of coloured lamps and little lings of all 

."nations strung across so as to be all the time before 

everybody's eyes. The children are taught the very 

same blessed truths about Jesus, and to sing the very 

samesongsinHis honour as in every other land, so that 

just where least is paid a thought of Him; ourChrist- 

• ■', inas becomes perhaps the greatest possible power. 

■■-.:. Agaiu and again I have heard some bright story of 

y the usefulness of some little one with these songs here. 

;"-. A little tot, who was English, pleaded hard to go to an 

- evening meeting. Mother (Mrs. Major Evans) said she 

vAvould agree if her girl would solo in Japanese. When 

the new voice poured out the song wuh the chorus 

Saviour, Saviour, hear my humble cry, 
And whilst others Thou art calling 
Do not pass me by, 

- v the Words' went straight into a big man's heart. He 

'was .soon seen weeping at the penitent form, and the 

little girl was praying for him along vyith the rest. 

t But the best of all I have to say of any Japanese 

hecial occasion is that, whether it lie Sunday, holiday 

■; common day, and whether there be tea or feasting, 

igie lantern or gramophone, or just the tuihelpcd 

:fiou ci'two or three soldiers, there is certain to be a 

.desperate effort to get sinners to the penitent form. No 

i'sooner. does anybody halt in front of the lamps that 

"■Voraie the hall upon a special occasion than there is 

.somebody at his shoulder apprising him that there is a 

'/welcome for hirn to Christ on the spot. One of the 

..great features of the Army's usual Christmas action 

was connected with the 'work -here also, although of 

burse surrounding more especially the .end of the 

: ionth. During the Russian Wartherc had been estah- 
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Now 1 wonder il I could succeed in giving any Cana- 
dian Salvationist a. fair idea of what most of ihe places 
art like in which all the extra, doings as well as ordi- 
nary ones take place. 1 f f could, then you would un- 
derstand the anxiety of all uf us who have known the 
Army elsewhere, that it may here get bigger and better 
meeting places. 
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iloor as tar as the platform, is sometimes of wood now. 
though it used to be invariably, and is stiii ia some 
cases, bare earth, and by no means drv earth either. 
Where there is the earth tioor the people are iieriectly 
comfortable, being accustomed 1,0 sb I 0,-1 lie hour in 
such places protected completely by their wooden, 
clogs — called '■ gay ta" — which have to be i'lt at the 
door ii ihe iloor is of wood. The plnu'orm is -till gen- 
erally of those white string mats ih.n ..ire called 
"Witaini." so that the boots of ail v.-iio get on to it 
must lie left offjnst in front. Tile heating in winter! 
is still done almost entirely with ihe charcoal stove:-' 
we c.-id " hibaehi ," which 1 suppose by constant use 
seem to lose lhe headachy effect they ,vi apt 10 have 
at first upon strangers. 

Keally, the audiences, packed into such places, often 
with backless seats, arc very remarkable f ,r their at- 
tention and steadiness right through tilt; evening. 
Sometimes there will he a stampede at the beginning 
ol the desperate lighting our soldiers go in for as each 
prayer meeting begins, but as a rule the people remain 
right up to the close in earnest attention to all that 
goes on, the trouble being almost alwavs that more 
are at the door wishing' to come in all the time. 

In any attempt to show ihem pictures of the 
Saviour's birthplace and life, 1 have been struck with 
the great advantage which simiharity of dress gives 
tile Saviour and His Apostles. As thro daw on the 
canvas, they might just; lie a group in the old Japanese 
dress, but with the striking difference thai: thev had 
not learnt the shaving habit now so common .villi not- 
only the Japanese. The hardihood of the iatmnese in' 
going barefoot, even in the' cold of winter, alternately; 
with wearing the warmest of Western stockings and 
boots, is very striking ami must also make them kal 
much more at home with these Eastern pictures than 
Westerns can. At any rate, I have felt as though they 
were able to imagine Jesus just at the corner of the 
next street, or in one of their own fishing boats as I 
hove seen the old pictures shine out before them. It 
has helped me to believe for a more wholesale gather- 
ing in of these Hastcrn nations. 

Perhaps the most remarkable feature of Christmas 
l'JOti in the Japanese Army, was the fact that it was 
our first Christmas in our new Headquarters on the 
("iinza, the main thoroughfare of Tokyo. As it is the 
custom for the broad sidewalks to be used largelv for 
the display of goods of till kinds at cverv extra bnsv- 
time, there arc more people gathered near our Japan- 
ese Headquarters; ami the moment anv of them, hear. 
',ng the singing and music inside just begins to look 
in, he is sure to be set upon by one if not two of our 
comrades. Again and agaiu I have c en them thus 
seize upon visitor and get him persuaded all way up 
to the penitent for m before the song that drew him to 
the door was through. 



"Again and again I Have seen Him Seize upon a Visitor." 

Well, perhaps, the nearest approach to the right idea, 
will be conveyed if you look at one of those fish or fruit 
stores which are left open to the street, with part or 
till their iloor either earth or stone. Such places, when 
only large enough to hold, say one hundred people 
packed closely together, will give you some idea of a 
Japanese barracks. If then, you suppose, the front is 
filled in with frames made of wood up to the middle 
and the upper half of paper, with a door seldom broad 
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WO CHRISTMAS TREES 5 00 YEARS AGO. 
Muskoka Furnishes the Trees. 

A hundred years ago there were no Christmastrees — ■ 
so a writer says, and states that it first made its ap. 
pearance in Austria-Hungary in the year f SIS. 

Prince Albert, consort of the beloved Victoria, aided 
in the popularizing ol the fir tree in England. Up and 
down the British Empire, whether ia our own laud of 
pine or under the brazen skies of the Far Bast, the 
Christinas tree lifts its plume of everlasting green when 
the anniversary of the birth of Christ pours forth its 
message of peace and good-will upon all mankind. 

The finest trees are found in Northern iVhiskokn. 
They grow best where the ground is low and swampv. 
Ten years ago, suitable trees were to .lie found in the 
vicinity of Toronto, but the taste of the citizens has 
become fastidious since then, and only the finest trees 
have a market. Well-shaped, symmetrical trees, of 
green and luxuriant foliage, arc shipped to the city, 
and for these various prices arc received. A tree four 
to eight feet in height is to be bought for 75 cents or a 
dollar. This range is the most popular, and has the 
largest demand. Trees ranging from nine to twelve 
feet are valued at $1.50 to. f2. When a, larger tree is 
wanted, the price soars to $3 and $3.50. Oulv Sunday 
schools require the latter, and, as a rule, they are ar- 
ranged for some time in advance. Occasionally a spec- 
ulator will buy a carload or two of trees and sell them 
through the city. But the branches are ragged and 
unkempt, and the colour light and faded. They cost 
just as much as the trees in the stores, and are not fitted 
.withstands., 
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HI! season was Christmastidr. A light 
snow had fallen, and in the clear sap- 
phire sky twinkled twenty mill ion stars. 
Some Officers attending special meetings 
the Commissioner, a.nd biliettcd 
with a warni-heni'Led Army friend, 
gathered themselves aronml a nearly ruby-red stove 
in an adjoining shack to keep up Christinas in real 
backwoods' style. They ate huge quantities of apples 
and talked by the yard. 

The conversation turned upon the splendid meeting 
and much merriment was caused by the recollection of 
a curious testimony given by one of the converts. 

Major Frank Morris said it reminded him of a testi- 
mony lie once heard in the Klonnyke and then told the 
following- story : 

Scared— but Saved. 




Majok F. Mouris. 



The scene inside the log building was a cheerful one. 
The cheap but bright lamps, suspended by huge nails 
driven into the heavy timbers, shone out well. The 

stove was as red as a 
ripe cherry. The plat- 
form was small but the 
uniformed occupants had 
happy faces, and sang 
and spoke with a buoy- 
ancy that made the meet- 
ing a good one from 
start to finish. The scene 
outdoors was the re- 
verse. The thermometer' 
registered between sixty 
and seventy below zero, 
and the stars on this 
particular night had 
failed to appear. So 
much for description. 
Hill Saunders was one of the most notorious char- 
acters in all the Klondike, in the year 1809. On the 
particular night referred to he was attracted into the 
Salvation Army Hall, from the gilded saloons of Dawson 
City^. A company of his mates, equally as sinful as 
himself, accompanied him. 

That Bill was impressed with the meeting, and was 
also convicted by the Spirit, became evident before the 
service had progressed very far, especially to the ob- 
servant eve of the Adjutant, so that it did not take a 
great stretch of faith to hope he would -make his way 
to the Penitent Form. The invitation had barely been 
given when' with arms wide outspread, Bill rushed 
over seal tops, brushing aside every opposition until 
he sprawded full length at the Mercy Seat. 

Of prayer, like many more who have knelt at the Sal- 
vation Army Penitent Forms, he had absolutely no 
knowledge. Still, he cried to God for mercy, in no un- 
certain way and it was not very long until, at the in- 
vitation of the officer in charge of the meeting, he arose 
to his feet. 

While on his knees, it may be explained, Bill had only 
thought 1 of himself as a wicked sinner, and not until 
he had realized God's forgiveness, --had anything else 
concei-ned'Mrri; but wh£n he stood to his feet and faced 
the audieh'eey wbo should his eyes first behold but his 



grieving companions as they stretched their necks like 
cranes to peep at Bill. The latter felt his tongue cleave 
to the roof of his mouth.. To speak was impossible lor 
several moments, and lie fairly quaked with fear. 
At last Bill found his tongue and blurted out at the- 
top of his voice, " Oli ! ! my golly, I'm scared! lint- 
hoys, I'm glad I'm saved." 

When the audible smiles had subsided, Adjutant 
Thompson intimated that the little shack was com- 
fortable and the little company reminded him of an 
other Christmas eve. Scenting a story the others 
pressed him to proceed which he did and delivered him- 
self of the following : 

The Man With the Fur Coat. 

It was Christmas eve and a perfect blizzard raged 
as Mrs. Thompson and myself entered our warm little 
hall where a number of the Soldiers had met. 

An open-air was not to be thought of, so wc went 
in for a good time indoors. Wc were singing — 
" Joy, joy, joy, there is joy in 
the Salvation Army," 
when the door opened and in walked one of the most 
dirty, woc-begone chaps I have ever looked upon. His 
toes protruded from his broken boots and his hair was 
long and matted. He slunk to a back-bench and 
seemed to enjoy the warmth and brightness. 

We had a prayer meeting' for his special benefit and 
while Mrs. Thompson conducted it I went for 
that tough. 
" Are you saved, niy friend ?" I asked, 
"To 1113' surprise, he said, 'Yes, Sir!'" 
"To what denomination do you belong?" I said. 
"I am a sailor, Sir," was his reply. 
I then got at his .story and found that he had been 
unfortunate and. that work was scarce that winter. 
In his extremity he came to the Army for shelter from 
the awful storm, and hoped on the morrow to get 
work at shovelling snow. 

I offered him some money to go to a boarding house, 
but he was afraid they would not take him in, he was 
so ragged and untidy, and begged to be allowed to sit 
in the Barracks. We brought blankets .and made him 
comfortable. - 

Early next morning — Christinas morning— I brought 
the man to the Quarters and gave him breakfast, 
prayed and dealt with him about his soul and sent 
him on his way. 



Now for the sequel. A 
few months later I passed 
a gentleman in a fur coat 
who politely lifted his 
hat and expressed a de- 
sire to speak to me. 

"You do not recognise 
me I see," said the man. 

"No," I replied, "1 can- 
not say I have ever seen 
you." 

"Well, I am the man" 
whom you allowed ' to- 
sleep in your ; hall laist' 
Christmas eve. Sinct 
then I've got concerted— 
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Adjutant Thompson. 
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nt on my feet again and I wish to thank 
■tnii ihe butt :n ol'uiy heart for your kindness ir 
,'hcn 1 was .town and out.." 
"A good tale that, Thompson," remarked 

' chimed in the others, "Gooil old An 



me 
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Staff-Capiaiu Creighton, coughed, cleared his i.hr. 
and then said, "Tins isn't a bad story hoys:" 

Joe t he Bar icruier. 

"Joe" was a dwarf in stature, tint hiss appetite 
''bad rum" was prodigious. Altho' a Canadian, 
fought (older "Old Glory," in the L : . S. A. Civil AV 
Afterwards he tilled various clerkships, principallv, 
with hotel and liquor establishments. Apart, from per- 
iodic til spells of dissipation and drunkenness .lie was a 
capable n.nd trustworthy employee. 

Tu fact, so much were his services appreciated hv the 
gentleman in whose employ Joe occupied the dual 
position of Bartender and Business Manager— when I 

knew him, lirst— that he 
would havehiui removed, 
when overcome of his 
weakness, to a secluded 
spot in the country and 
nursed back to good be- 
haviour and usefulness. 
Sometimes, Joe would 
"break jail," 'return to 
town and prolong his • 
sinful indulgences. At 
such a time we first w.ct. 
Very recently the An-ri. 
had .started op,., ,;i.,vi-? 
in the town, "and l. , ie-: 
of strange and .erribi'- 
"goings-on" in the meeting's, had gone abroad , ;,,e- 
being a busy man and religion not in his line had not 
troubled to investigate, but now, when rampant, lie 
decided to "look in." 'flunking an admission fee was 
required he was determined to deposit at least ten 
cents with the doorkeeper. Being made to understand 
a free-will oflcring would betaken 'inside he agreed to 
being seated well to the front. When the plate passed, 
he dropped in a half-dollar, and in the prayer-meeting 
dropped himsell at the Mercy-seat. On rising, he testi- 
fied thus: "You people do not think I am saved : but. 
I am, the Lord saved me." 

Early next morning 1 visited him. His employerwas 
before me and had given Joe to understand he must 
not leave his employ until the business had recovered 
from the loss and confusion experienced because of bis 
absence. Seeing it was a wicked business we of the 
Army could not entertain such a proposal, but Joe con- 
sidered himself in honour bound to accede to the de- 
mands of bis employer and night found him busy at his 
old occupation. 

Bitterly disappointed , but determined to keep in 
touch with him, we visited his bar-room regularly, 
with the "Crys." One day he asked for the privilege 
of selling a certain number weekly. In time it was 
hinted that altho' in the old business, Joe was a, 
changed man. It was noticed, he did not drink or use 
bad language, and it was thought that his talks over 
the bar, sometimes, resembled a preachment of the 
Gospel. . 

The Officer receiving farewell orders, it was arranged' ' 
to have a tea and meeting, for Soldiers and Converts 
only. In view of his occupation and non-attendance 
Joe was not reckoned one of the elect, still he helped so 
liberally and seemed so interested that finally it was 
decided to invite him. Imagine our surprise when fresh 
from the drink traffic, Joe took a place among our 
select company of saints. Some questioned if any 
blessiug could be expected with so great an Acliah in 
the camp, but God graciously honoured us with a 
Baptism of The Holy Ghost an'diriatry seekers, Joe be- 
ing one' off hern jlSriell at tbe altar. The hour of bis 
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soul's deliverenee had fully come and Joe cut clear his 
former associations and employment. A. situation 
consistent with his profession of Christ was soon 
found and he became an ideal Soldier. 

After years of faithful service he was appointed 
Treasurer. His last Sunday found hi in giving clear 
and definite testimony in every meeting. During trie 
week he succumbed to an a Uncle of paralysis, and the 
following Sunday was borne to the tomb. His last 
words " Ready to die" were a fitting climax to the 
earthly career of so grand a trophy ol Grace, won by 
the peculiar and unorthodox m.-lHods of the Salva- 
tion Army. 

"That's a good story, well told, Staff," remarked 
Adjutant Gad Gillain. and continued thus: 
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Saved f f0rn Sukide. 

"It reminds me of a diunk I hit not long ago At 
the close of a Tliiir^ lay nijjht's meeting, the Secretary 
informed me I was wanted outside. 

"I went out and en- 
countered a well-dressed 
man of about fifty, in a 
state of great distress. 
Me said: 'Oh, do please 
do something for me ; 1 
am nearly out of my 
mind through drink.' 

"That he was a man 
of education was evident 
from his speech. He said, 
' 1 heard you speaking in 
the open air this evening, 
and it seems that you 
could help me.' 

"We had some serious 
talk and then he shook 
my hand and rapidly disappeared in the darkness." 

"I was not surprised to learn the man was a lawyer 
and lived in the town. 

"The following Sunday evening I noticed the man in 
the open air. I looked for him in the Hall but he was 
not to be seen. As the prayer meeting was pro- 
ceeding I noticed my man enter. A member of the 
Locals joined me in prayer in his behalf. I pleaded - 
with him, but he would not come to the Mercy Seat. 
Asa matter of fact he left the Hall instead. I closed 
the meeting, but before the door shut, our distressed 
friend again appeared. The Locals brought him to the 
front, fold then commenced one of the most fearful 
stru^.u:? tor d«,-!iv^-!\nee that I have ever witnessed. 
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■'" f"ic>i he called out — ' Lord I 
•■: joy and shook hands with 
Come home with ine, Ad- 



"G»i he 'iV.nv'j hi: s.'iiv, 'Do you know what I was go- 
ing to do tc-iiiid't ' In my office I had a loaded re- 
volver with whictrl determined to end my miserable 
existence. Somehow I couldn't do it and went back to 
the Hall instead. How glad I am.' 

" By this time we had got to-his home. It was late, 
but he called his wife and children from their beds and 
told them the good news. He then got the Bible, read 

chapter, and wept und prayed as he had never done 
oefore. It was a very melting time. 

"I have visited him frequently since. He is doing 
nicely. The last time I saw him, he said, with the tears 
running down his cheeks, 'Oh, how I wish this had 
happened twenty years before.'" 

"Perhaps some of our Sister Comrades could relate a 
story. I am sure we should be delighted to listen to a 
Sister Comrade," remarked Major Morris. The ap- 
plause that greeted this suggestion was ldud and pro- 
longed, and then Staff-Capt. Goodwin told this story : 

The Chr istmas Presents. 

"I was about to conduct my first Sunday service 
in one of my Corps, when a lady called me aside 
and told me she was bringing a man t ot die veiling 
meeting who was known 
to be one of the worst 
drunkards for man}' miles 
around. She said he was 
: -well connected in Eng- 
land, and. at regular 
periods received sums of 
money from there. At 
such times he would stay 
away "from his family 
until 'the money was spent 
and thu , leave them in 
poverty. Churebis Tem- 
perance Sovii'tii.s and . 
others had tried torcfoim 
hin,i,butinrain. Thelady 
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above mentioned arranged to give me a sign by which 
I was to know who was the man, and during the 
prayer meeting 1 was to speak to him about his soul. 
I did so and I am happy to say he came forward and 
got gloriously saved, as did also his wife and the entire 
family. Christinas came round and both the wife and 
the husband desired to give the other a Christmas 
gift. The husband came to me and ordered a bonnet 
for his wife, and the wife ordered a jersey for her 
husband — neither knowing what the other had done. 
He is now a prosperous farmer and a Christian man." 
When the conversation, called forth by these interest- 
ing stories had slackened, Ensign Sheard volunteered a 
story of a prayer and began thus : 

Pray e r Stopped a Dance. 

" I was once sent to open a certain town where they 
had just completed laying wooden blocks in the main 
street. To celebrate the occasion the whole town 
turned out for a big dance and stood in hundreds on 
the street awaiting the 
arrival of a brass band. 

"1 stood and watched 
the large crowd and 
formed a resolve to do 
something for God and 
the Army. The band 
could be heard coming in 
the distance, a large ring 
had been cleared for 
them to march into, after 
which the dancing would 
begin. It was now or 
never. Calling upon 
God to help me I stepped 
into the middle of the 
circle and shouted out Ensign Sheard. 

my testimony and then 

with hundreds of curious eyes fixed on me, I knelt 
down and fervently prayed for the people. Then I got 
up and went home, without waiting to see what effect 
my action would have on the crowd. About half an 
hour later, the wife of the officer with whom I was 
stationed, came to me and said : 

" 'You're a nice fellow! Do you know what you've 
been and done ?' 

"I hope I' Ye done nothing wrong," I replied. 

" ' You've been and stopped the dance/ was the 
answer. 

" It was true. The people had no heart for dancing 
after hearing my testimony and prayer, and with one 
consent they dispersed and sent the band home." 

The Ensign's plucky act and his modest recital of it, 
met with well-merited applause. 

ThenAdjutant Sims, having finished a delicious snow- 
apple, wiped his mouth, cleared his throat and having 
called for order, delivered himself of the following : 

How Harry Lost His Hair. 

"Being in a strange town over night and having no 
where in particular to go, I wandered up and down the 
main street, when suddenly, the noise of an Army 
drum, unmercifully pounded, arrested my attention. I 
waited until the procession turned the corner and took 
up a stand in the centre of the street. It surprised ine 
that the Captain allowed the drummer to beat the 
drum so hard, but it surprised me more to know that 
the store keepers whose windows were shaking be- 
cause of the drum-pounding, didn't object. That the 
drummer was a general favourite or a person of local 
influence, I at once thought, for the noise was certainly 
objectionable, yet nobody found fault, and the drum- 
mer was about as odd a looking individual as one 
would fiad in a day's journey. 



"When the Captain called upon the drummer to 
speak, the queer-looking man took off his cap and rub- 
bing his head and face (upon which no sign of a hair 
could be seen) cried out, 'Friends, do you see my bald 
head ? well, that's what drink did for me.' 

" I have heard many charges laid at the door of the 
door of the monster Drink, but this was the first time 
that the arch fiend had ever been accused of causing a 
'curly head' to become 'a bald pate.' So curious 
was 1 to know the story that I struck an acquaintance. 

"Born of respectable parents who were devoted to 
their church, it might be thought that Harry would 
grow up a good boy; but no, from early life he 
showed a dislike ofgoiug 
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to his Father Coniessor, 
and when he did go, 
made only a half-hearted 
confession. 

"It was while in his 
teens that he lwcaiue a 
confirmed drunkard, yet 
he kept a fairly respect- 
able appearance having 
good clothes, plenty of 
money and n pleasing 
personality accompanied 
by that sense of humour 
so often found in the 
Irish, which made him a 
general favourite with 
all classes, until after a conviction or two, and the loss 
of his employment, he discovered that old-tiine friends 
gave him the cold shoulder. 

"Harry found himself very much left alone, except 
for bar-room companions, and now that his jolly, 
genial spirit had fled and a sulleti bad temper taken 
possession of him, he was soon dubbed the 'Wild Man 
from the West.' From bad to worse he went, until at 
last he spent months without a sober day, and at the 
end of a month's drinking, he got picked up by the 
Salvation Army, from wdiich time he has been a happy 
Blood and Fire Drummer. 

"How did the change come about? Well, here it is. 

in his own words. The Captain of the Corps, 

had a heart that pitied the drunkard, and believing 
that " Sympathy without relief was like mustard with- 
out beef," determined to do something for the poor 
drunks of the city A Brigade was formed of converted 
drunkards, whose duty it was to go out in the streets 
every night and take home, or to the Barracks, all who 
were drunk. An ambulance was often used for 
this purpose. 

" One cold winter's night, the Brigade was going its 
round, when one of the members stumbled in a dark 
lane. Stooping to find out the cause of the fall, he dis- 
covered a man lying there and frozen to the ground. 
It was impossible to release the poor fellow without 
the aid of hot water, to thaw his head and rags from 
the icy road. After getting him free he was taken to 
the Barracks on a stretcher, where for days he was 
kept in bed. So bad was he bitten by the cold that all 
the hair on his head came off, leaving him perfectly bald 
within about a week or two. During the time that the 
Soldiers eared for him, he got converted, and often 
when tempted to bewail the loss of his fine curly hair, 
he would console himself that the saving of his soul 
was good compensation for the loss. 

"Harry is still known as the 'Wild Man from the 
West,' although the word 'converted,' is always placed 
before wild." 

"I haven't anything so exciting as that to tell," re- 
marked Adjutant McCann, " but this Summer I saw an 
old man whom it did me good to look upon and this 
is why:" 

The Tramp's Conversion. 

"Shortly after we had opened fire in a New Outario 

town, an old man entered our Hall one night. He was 

a stranger to most and obviously not familiar with 

Army meetings. 

" When the invitation was given for those who 

wished to get converted 

to raise their hands, this 

old man raised his and 

soon came to the Mercy 

Seat. 

"I knelt at his side 
while he was bowed at 
the penitent form and 
he told mc that he had 
only been in a place of 
worship three times in 
twenty-eight years. 

"On asking him where 
he lived, he replied, 'No- 
where ! I slept out last 
[Con. on Page 27.] 
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A Delightful Parable By Commissioner W. E. Olipfaant, of Germany, 




Delivering Letters at Christmas-Time on the Frozen Spreewald, 

Tbe £peedwald ( some two liours distance from Berlin ) becomes flooded in winter and affords the 
perfect skating. In fact, all business is regularly conducted on shaies and sledges, postmen 
gliding over the ice with their mail bags from one spot to another. 



Christmas Trees on a Snowed-up Train in Germany. 

During last Christmasiide a snowed up train was unable 10 move for nearly seven weeks. Two Lran- 

dred workmen endeavoured 10 liberate the train, I.itiletir trees were attached 

to the funnel, [he Meant dome, and the cab of tbe locomotive.. 




T was not that lie loved God less than be- 
fore. Nor could it be said that beloved 
the Salvation Army less than formerly. 
The Lord was really his portion, and the 
Arn-iy was for him both a home for his 
soul and a kingdom for his mind. He 
was a Field Captain. He had been fifteen years in tbe 
work. He commanded the biggest Corps in the land. 
His devotion had won him the confidence of his Com- 
missioner, his ability had kept the respect of his Divis- 
ional Officer, while his earnestness and godliness had 
gained for him in nearly all his Corps the affection of a 
grateful people. No, it could not be truthfully alleged 
against Captain Lovegod that he was a backslidereven 
in heart. But be had got tired, and somehow the peo- 
ple had perhaps got a bit tired of hearing him. He had 
lost his inspiration, work was a burden, and he was 
inclined to look on all things through a pair of dark 
spectacles. Yet, it could not be said that he neglected 
any detail of his work. He bestowed as much thought 
and care on his addresses to his people as ever, nay, 
more so. Some had even hinted that if there had been 
more heart and less head in his talks it would have 
lieen more profitable for the people. He had never teen 
one to merely have a chat and drink a cup of tea when 
he visited. No, his eighteen hours every week were well 
filled up with advising his Soldiers and warningsinuers. 
His strong faith, too, in the Army enabled him to 
push its interests in every possible way, so that there 
was really nothing to say against him. His marriage 
had not hindered him, but rather increased his useful- 
ness. He was awise Captain, a kind-hearted man with 
a face that bore tbe traces of the fight indeed, but on 
whose brow sat nobility enthroned. He was the best 
of husbands and the tenderest of loving fathers to 
a tiny family that was the joy and crown of his do- 
mestic life. His wife was an exceptional woman in every 
way, -which was only one more proof of John Love- 
god's practical common sense and wisdom in choosing 
her as his companion in Army work. Her face won the 
confidence of all, for it was the reflection of her soul 
-which was pure, honest and without guile. An able 
leader and a good talker she had nevertheless an excep- 
tional talent for making her house arrangements on 
very slender terms, express comfort and homeliness. 
Her nature was an excellent combination of love and 
firmness. Her soul found in Jesus her all in all, and 
expressed itself through her large sweet eyes, which 
were clear lakes of sympathy. And together with her 
husband, in spite of her home ties, they were exception- 
ally useful Officers, and made a pair that even won the 
highest respect and interest of the great General him- 
self, whose standard of usefulness and of married life is 
linown to be exceptionally high. 

It was therefore a real trial for Mrs. Lovegod to see 
a cloud hanging over her husband's head, and it was a 
source of anxiety to the Captain's best friends to see the 
Sunday night meetings decrease, the holiness meetings 
loose their keenness and interest, and the week night 
gatherings dwindle to a miserable"few. Things were 
certainly low, and what was worse they did not get 
better, which of course affected the finance of theCorps. 
What was still worse all these things left terrible 
"birds' feet-marks" on the brow and heart of Captain 
Lovegod. 

1 may safely give these details for the two comrades 
I am describing did not live in Canada, and were not 



Canadian officers. They lived in Dryland, and the name 
of the town was Thirston. 

So I am in no danger of hurting anyone's feelings, 
divulging any secrets, or of breaking any confidences. 
In your country the history may be safely read by all, 
and may contain a lesson of wnrningand of encourage- 
ment to all sorts and conditions of Soldiers oftheCross 
who are engaged in the work for God and the souls of 
men ! 

But that country had nothing in common with 
Canada. Its people drank tea, and they were in the 
habit of expressing their feelings and opinions freely 
over the tea-cups! More than one scandal has been 
hatched over that luscious beverage, which had no 
further foundation than Mrs.Chatterbox'simaginative 
brain. More than one man's reputation hasbeen ruined 
while Miss Eager-for-uutruth has lingered over her 
"fifteen drops," and more than one good man's spiritual 
life has been ruined or its tone lowered by Mr. Talk- 
ative's plausible conversation. But I am not inclined 
to say much against either tea or the tea-table if the 
former is drunk quickly and the latter is visited in 
moderation. There is only one thing that compares 
with it tor homeliness and refreshment, and that is the 
coffee table! They both have their uses when not 
abused. But a truce to my philosophising! 

This particular tea-board was quite of the superior 
kind ; and yet like all other tea-tables it attracted men 
and women of different characters and of various opin- 
ions. But now the little maid Corporal Alwa3'S-wiiliug 
brings the shining urn of aromatic tea in and Sister 
Kindheart invites her guests to the attractive table 
with its white tea-cups and spotless tablecloth, which 
was enough to give one an appetite if one had not one 
before. A moment of silence, then such a. delightful 
clatter of tea-spoons and cups, and such a refreshing 
odour of steaming beverage, and such a dipping and 
sipping that made Sister Gratefulheart, who was a near 
relative to Mrs. Kindheart, shine with positive benevol- 
ence while a complacent "God be praised" escaped the 
lips of Scrgt. -Major Faithfulsoul. 

" How cold it is," said Mr. Blunt. "This tea is good 
enough to lie a Salvation Army product." 

"Yes, indeed," said Brother Superficial, "but we 
must expect cold weather, it only wants a day to 
Christinas 1" 

"Ah!" snapped out Sister Fond-of-change, "Christ- 
mas, a pretty Christmas we shall have, indeed, in the 
Army with our present Officers ! I am getting tired of 
the Army and their ways. I think I shall try Mr. 
Speak-smooth-things if things don't change soon." 

"Oh, don't do that my dearsister," said Sergt.-Major 
Faithfulsoul, "for you know the proverb which says 
we may go 'farther and fare worse,' and we want all 
we can get together in these days." 
"Amen," returned Sister Gratefulheart. 
"Still I must say," said Brother Superficial, "we do 
not get much real profit from his talking. Now, Mr. 
Dry-as-dust is preaching in the city, and he talks about, 
the higher criticism of the Bible. I don't see why the 
Army can't give its people some such learned and 
profitable talk as other folk get." 

"Learned and profitable talks," somewhat indig- 
nantly muttered the Sergt.-Major. "The higher criti- 
cism of the Bible — indeed ! Chips ! Sawdust ! " 



"You are too narrow, Brother Faithfulsoul; you 
should cultivate breadth ofthought," remarkedBrotber 
Superficial. 

"Breadth ofthought indeed," enjoined the Sergt. - 
Major's go-id wife. "As you know my good man is a . 
gardener, and as I watched him at work last spring 
with pruning knife I thought the tendency of our minds 
is like the fruit trees towards ' breadths' and if they 
are allowed their own way they spread out in all 
directions and go out equally towards truth and error. 
A wise gardener cuts the trees' branches. A wise 
Christian does the same and he bears fruit and not 
merely words and leaves. It is fruit we want." 

"Well spoken, my dear. Have I not always said 
that you were a wise woman? God blessyou for those 
words!" said the Sergt.-Major and nodded friendly , 
towards his thoughtful wife. 

"Oh, it is not surprising that Mrs. Faithfulsoul 
agrees with her husband, but I say it is all the old- 
fashioned gospel," said Mrs. Fond-of-change. "I can't 
make out why we can't have Bible lessons on the age 
of man and hear about something of what is going on, . 
too, in the world. Look at Mr. Flowerfbot, sec how ■ 
eloquently he talks on the pyramids of Egypt and .'the. ; 
immanence of God.'" 

"Do you get any souls saved there?" asked Sergt.- 
Major Faithfulsoul. • 

"Souls saved!" returned Mrs. Fond-of-change, " we 
can't have souls in every meeting, can we Brother j 
Faithfulsoul?" 

"Why, yes of course, if we expect souls to be saved, j 
we shall see them come. Besides, are there not perish- 
ing souls all around us?" and he banged his hand on 
the tabic till all the tea-cups seemed to sav Amen. 
" What we want to-day everywhere is the Holy Ghost, 
not all these new fangled notions' about the end of the 
world and fixing the time of the day of grace, and say- 
ing Christ is no more Divine than we. People will hear 
these sort of things for a time but there comes a time 
when they long for the good old gospel. Chopped 
straw and sawdust may deceive the sparrows on'".: but 
when you throw them down the second time th>y vcill 
only look at you with one eye, and the third tiru: > ukc . 
no notice of you at all. No, it is the bn-.u! of )ii<: that i 
■we must give the people, and our de-ar good Cnpuiin. j 
has been giving us this ever since lv: came." 

There was a pause after this hottcsl. outpouring of j 
Sergt.-Major Faithfulsoul, but the silence was at. !n:gth.\.. 
broken by a deep-voiced man who but sc-td- . .-. ;-i 1 ..poke, i 
but when he did it was always to tff.ui-; purpose. 
His name was Blunt— all the children called him uncle . 
— and he was a warm friend to the Army and indeed to , 
all real children of God. . 

"I have listened to you all talking about the Cap-: 
tain," said he, "I think it would be far kinder to him if 
you went to him and told him straight to his face what 
you thought of him. But" I think many of you are 
really afraid to do this for you know you don't believe 
in'your hearts what you have said with your lips. j 
You know how low the Corps was when the Captain 
came. You know how he laboured. His wife has 
never kept him back but urged him forward. The back 
debts are paid. The Soldiers are double in number. 
The hall has been repaired and some of the vilest 
characters last, winter were converted and have not 
backslidden in the supimer. It is only very lately that 
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things have Ijl^uii to get low. ft strikes me as right candles an 1 all alight and the people arc streaming in 

down ungrateful ofyuit to think about deserting these as I ]i;l vc never seen them do, and tin. 1 soldiers are in _____ 

others. .1 remember, Mrs. l-\uid-af-eii,'.inge, when your such a ■jood spirit ; ii is so eosv and blessed .'" r ,^ , <■ „ . ,- , rJ ., ,, , 

' • o j ■ . > l Continued from t -nitre J.J 

huslmmi had the blood pnisoniug, it was the Captain The Captain was early in the Hall, but cvidcntlv ,, ., , , ,.,.,,, „ r T 1 .- f _.i r ,--i,t- 

..... ... ' - ' - the voice to lie bdith s. "I am not a bit sleepy to-night, 

Who, aaie nod read 10 In ni mid wrote to his employers S oiuclhiue cxlrnordimirv had taken place tor nearlv all , •.,,,., , , • , , • i, . - I = 

,1,1 ■ i i ■ i ■ .- 11 i.ii i ' ' she said, and as I have nisi been lying here 1 was 

so t!;; lL obey pari lam Ins lull wages and thus kept . L lie ,j„. Soldiers were there and I here was sik:1i a welcome . . ., , , . '' .,". , , 

i-.- i , , , iii ,• .mi.. n,_i_ wondering, il the aiiLrels in 1 leaven will be as happv on 

Vom ami me ooor; and when you hail rheumatism so ofsmiic? us theCaptain took his place on the platform ,,. . . ' . , ... _, ,-• , ' , 

, ,, , ■ • , . , , . . -. , .,. , ' ' 1 • Lnristnias thtv as we shall be. 1 he Doctor saws he 

lincny rms.-iuirinm, it was (he Lapl.oin s little wile who Thnue.1: rceciiilv he hid been iempicd lo ihink he hud ,,., ,, " ■„ , , .,. „ ,.,.,. ,, . ' • , , 

.,..,,. , , , . ,, , ■ ' Hunks thev will lie happier. Well, bdith, said 1, 

br..v..:u;.yiia lite cniorncat, on and tabbed l.hose snots never ha I such a hard Corps, he no w tdiomrht he bail ... " ... , ",., , , ,,,■ 

,-. ., , , ,i i, ' wliat uo vmi thiak makes the angels so happv .' 

(:.■:•- von; hands void arm-;, and when you never io-en in a more beautiful Corps, nor had such 

"Nov.-. dim't. say any more, Mr. Jdaat." said Mrs, h,vu! .and muul Soldiers. "Oh, well, Nurse," she replied, "you know the angels 

1- 'o-'d-i .■.-•l,.. n ..'.i •■ I i- r . r . ;,_.,, ■ i >-»[• i( -o| \'oa ui ike !■!" '"•! " ■• ■ '""'"-' crow neil wit h gold, and Ilea veil is vervbeautiful — " 

"'. '.' '•'"' ■" ' The saint oi lire Soldiers unread it sell among the 

aoa.oaei! ,d in vseh. _\i v go. oil man is alwa vs odd::..; :ne . ; ,• , ,,' „. i e r ' - ,■ "Thai: is all very true," I interrupted, " I'm t golden 

- '- , - . crowded c .ueregutiou and mere was the ieelmg as il . 

1 ss.oi rat kiro.v \-, laid o f.o loij sran I ua! ad\d-..-!* L 'ui i a 1 , .. . . . .....' crowns and beautiful sin rnuiidiiicrs do not make happy 

,.,.., , ■ y , . toe whoe wings oi Cod weie spread in nlcssmg ^vcv _ ^ , 

till I ms Captain Lire'.vcUs. idea 1 ■diail wan: lira , r .,,,,*, o,, i , hearts — ia fact oik' can fie supreme] v happy apart.t'roiu 

ha.es, cither," and in this way we conversed for a few 

"•■ d;, yes, both Caotaia and drr Lo,,o,„.! they are liar!:, the i Icrah! angels sing : moments. 



I dory oi tile newborn lvh.„ 

['race on earth, and merev mdd • A'"' hour later she was asleep. Hut" the next morning 

Cod ;in.l llieu are rcconciied. she complained of a tightness over the chest , ami hav- 

fhe old ramdiariivum rise and feil in sa-eet cadence, big uu abnormal temperature, the Doctor did not 

' L '"" ''"" ;M -' ■ •'■'■ ' U '' ! L '"' and there was hardlvadrv eve when the sin-in;rwas illl " u ' h -' £ " :U ' 1K ' J - AH the morn,n S her lace wore an 



sue a : eto Cat as.o'irrs ; it .s a.d eve,y one perils os I not 
ua.ier.o anus rhos: or appreciate : ,!o-.r, hut who can 

Wl.e :A:' :i . Anders- m e m!.i .an pay \,j: rent and the 

the Ct.'d.ain wiro collected some i;.o:a. / ;:.[]d went to a. 



t uraed into pravcr. And such pravers ! What euere, v, anxious, restless expression, and about 12 o'clock in the 

.,-,,, • , , ■ and such love, and such -ratitude and such unction aheruoon she had a he,norrl, ; t-e Irom the luntvs. 

:.-eo::-.on.Ido 1 ,o, ; !!oay,,k,:v:-a.iii. royoiiaiini; ■ - Three iiours later this was followed bv another w hich 

,- - . i ■ i i . . i i ■> : , i i , ... , Uteie were m them. 

( " o.o ooitoivm aaktn, coo ,;:, smhom ^ lelt her verv weak and exhausted. Tor the next two 

yn-rr' -.: iivclniir^ followed bv nil theiatle Vmi u-soac! llieu the Caniaui rose to speak, lie read, with a , , . . ., ... „. , . , r , , 

v ■■- -"" eu.Li..-,, oi..)!, to ij> .in t.iLi.iu, .1..11.I..I.1... . .. . • , ., dais she was critically ill. The third found her eon- 

uv'V'-.i- and «; i \-in >■■- ' Llniii k you kind uarle now we voice lull ol tears, whiea strauireh- tilleetetl the people, ...". .. * , , . . , , . 

\,c_ 1 ....„ ...m -n.. in,-, iiiaun wii loan i.noe, no, we .,',., ii. dnion verv ''t:ivt. Indeed, belore the day closed, it 

s'.-'-r-.i- '• !i-M-c i i -de >o in llrown's sr'ibl ■ ' " that ohl mi t ever new store in St. Mat tlie w. . * ' ,,,,,,,, -, i , ,, 

,-.„j. i... .i.i\L ti.jt M i.iit,i,)Uii....,t.iii.., ,'.,,,,, -, , • v.-as evident to all that she had passed bevond the 

'i"i'-.s wis Mrs Ser"t -"Taior Failhfidsoni'^ storv mid .v.v wnen |esus was born in beihlehem ol udaea in , , ...,.,, .,,.., ... 

.. .i ...o.ui.1. .xi = i. ..uiju. ,ui..uii.,oLu .. ., u _. .01,. j - . reach <d medical skill— hikth \v:is sinkintr. 

id ' :"i me'lit tctirs tti many eves. 'a- ! days oi Herod the laipet, beriold, tliere came wise 

. ' ., ' ' V ' ' ,.",," , , , ,. , ,,,,., r- '„, ;, r.",.o. - , i .,.,. .,,i ,,,, -M..;,i ivi,,,,,:. n, Tlie shades about her bed were drawn low. And 

" ton . said Si:derCrateiallr;;irt,"a.!!il wliea m v httie mc, Ii om oie .L,.a.i. o) Jei nstdeni, .va;, nig . Uheieislie ,,.,.,-, 

,, , , , . iii i i-i ' i bio i ■ ', „-,■. tb-vr ,,i" "I,, i,. ,...• ? c,, ,,,,,!,,,,,,:,„ lOo wnli iitutdi care she was screened Irom the view ol the 

Iie-o '• had whooping coiiah — l.or l;ow die did iv,ooi L.i.u i-. .mi i, iviarr oi ...n, jcv.-i lot »t aa\e .M.t.a Min ■,-,,, 

,' . ,. . ' , " ,. ,, , ,. . ....... ;.. o,,. ir,, . .....i ,,.., ,,,.,,,,. hi o-o,-aib, 711,11 '" other iiaiients. hvervtlnntr that could be done to al- 
io la .. vc— and ! idiottyht mvluHe tlarkn" was yo!:; :-oii ia oie Ium, a..i! .tie toine to woi.-oup itiiu. , • , .... " ,.,.,. , , . , 

,, ' , ' i,,, '",.•' ' ',■;„,, , . ,.., ,.y ... .-.,.. ..,v.. i- bi .vlvi- b-.lin r ov,.,.o,l leviate her suaerim;' was lailaUullv ami Joviuylv etir- 

tn ic .-. ■■■;• ait, it was Mrs. koyegod that lxnu.db lor me ,a. ineie v.,:-, no eitoi . ,o aito in ,\ luu ,|, .mi taiwyiM ^ - •■=■ - 

so-cn:d:etile and came and sat' by the little bed the s^i'l- ^ v-"'s a simple sia'aieditforward talk from his "^ " al - 

wh.oic aiaht and v.-heii the Caiitaia laid praved i feit so heart, i.lut everybody saw thai lie was lalkim; from No "He was allowed to see her hut- the Doctors and 

lido- -.hat I knew Cod was "oino to heal iny .lariin;'. iis own feelinos nucl that not only a crisis had taken Nurses, ddie ward was hushed. Here and there a 

and Mess His Name, He ilifl," and theiiootl soul wool: place ia his own spiritual experience, but that thai patient could lie seen quietly weeping-. Edith was 

lor M y till tears s'ircameu down . her ample cheeks morainy was to mark a great icvival in his own life dyiut;. We all deeply mourned the fact. 

which she was suv.v wipinir away with her apron, as wed as in tlie iowa oi ddiirstou. All day .she iiad been lying in a semi-conscious condi- 

becube iiUii- )ohunv had taken her handkerchief and " On this Cki'Lamas moraine;," concluded he, "let us tiou. 1.1 tit ofteii-tiinesshe could be heard softlywhisper- 

ivi- n.ropiny. his own little eheclrs on seeing his mother not fur'et tlie wise men's ioinr search and their joy at iu.i, r as il eoiuuuiiiiiig with someone in the world be- 

weer and Mr. Ulunt's eyes suspiciously moist. Ihk'in;.; the ohjecl: rf tluir -leareli. We all have our star voiid. About eleven o'clock at night, however, she 

"it. jeenis io are," said lliat, worth.y man, "we have io otii.le ns and if we wad only faithfully follow it, il opened her eyes anil asked to see the Doctor. He was 

not appreciated our dear Oilieers euouyh." will lead us arigln ; yea, to tlie very bosom of The soon at her side. And taking one of his hands in hers 

"And 1 have been the worst oi' till," sobbed Mrs, Father! These wine men had seen the star. They iol- —she said faintly : 

koiahobchioige. , lowed it— it seemed often to go out in dim obscuriLy. " Doctor I am dying. The angels have come to carry 

"Aivd 1 have looked too much to outward tilings," They went about inquiring of ewryone, everywhere— me Home. To-thiv, Doctor, I talked with Jesus— with 

said .droiher Superlieial, with much ieeling, "ami for- atlast," cried the Captain, with a. broken voice while Him I walked through the Dark Valley. I was not 

j.o-itk ,: ::■•■ owti soul." _ a thriil of feeling went through the whole audience— "at afraid— for Jesus hehl my hand so tight in His. i And 

"do n.i.fod bless him," said the devout Daithfulsord. last tlie sun shone out once more clear i efore them on Hueu we passed through the Pearly Gates into the 

■ Wei:." rod Air. Blunt, "to-morrow is Christmas. their p.itii — v. hen they saw Hie star they rejoiced with City— ami He showed me Heaven. And, oh! what 

ice :-• ail g.- .and po a visit to tlie Captain ami his exceeding joy. Perhaps, " sail the Captain, voicing tlie beautiful sights— I wept lor joy! And— and I saw 

to. ..be' ■ on v, e h oo,i nu t been al! we ought "to ihelings o! his own deeply stirred heart, " perhaps I he golden streets, sparkling fountains— and the bright 

w e • m .,n (lien f, irgiveriess and promise to heart of some of us c:oi interpret that. 'There are crowns ami glittering robes of the Glorified. Isawit 

strcarCi.o Coir h- ads in their holy itght i'or Cod some of us," continued the Captain wiiose tnee was all, Doetot, and the sweet strains of the Harps and the 

aim so. lis.' now; cove ed with tears and suffused with intense in- songs of the Redeemed— filled Heaven. And tlie 

"A:ned," ••.'■!. Sid— Grateful heart. spiral's m. "who have seen Cue star that shone in earlier angels, as they passed ns by— smiled upon me. Oh! it 

'■'Yes. yes,'' cried [Srother dhnithfulsoul radianl with days go out— quench itself in black vapours of sour w;ls wonderful,— glorious! And now, Doctor," she- 
joy. " that is the rest Christinas gii'i that we can give smoke. There are some of ns who have followed a star added, paining with every breath in her effort to speak 
our dear officers." that turned out to he like a mirage oi the 'desert that " \ want you to promise me to meet me in Heaven." 

Ami. away thev went, the tailing snow covering their only ends in disappointment or was like one of those T , r , , . . , , . 

- - . ■ ' , " ° - , " i He Uoetoi s iaeial muscles twitched, but he made no 

clothe:-: and crunching under Lheir eager leek bright exhalations that" hover over churchyards and resnouse 

I shall not disclose the savings and happenings of wdiieh only lead to the chambers of the dead, and oh ! ,, 

that Utile uieeti.ur with the Captain and thishrtle the iov, ol.', the khhiiterest! to mind and soul when the ' '^tor. she continued pleadingly, "Oh! won't 

,.,.,.,-,. o , ' ," , , , ,, , , i ,.,.,.,,,,. vou promise me — belore 1 die '. 

group ol ins Hock, but there were- many happy tears search ends at the place where the child lies ! It is a 

shed, many warm prayers went np to Heaven, and moment of 'exceeding joy I' He spoke to the -Magians " V es, Iv.lith.. I promise," answered the young man. 

there was much joy in the heart of both Captain and by a star, to the shepherds by the melody of the ^'O' S ravi -'b'> ami 1 noticed a tear stealing down his 

Airs. I.ovcgod whose tic votiun had at length won the Heavenly host, to Joseph by a dream, to Simeon by an hiee. 

trdthhb allegiance ofeven ttieir critics. inward revelation, ant! to me, dear Comrades, He has Presently she asked to be raised higher, that she 

... .„ v , .. also .spoken by something which is more precious than miglh see the ward once more. 

all these. He has spoken to me hy the loye and affection Very gently the Doctor fulfilled her request,. while I 

Ail was light in the town of Thirston and in the little of my dear people, and Litis night, when God placed a moved the screens back a little from tier bed. Very 

home of Captain and Mrs. Lovegod there reigned peace little child in my arms, His own dear Child came again lovingly her eyes seemed to rest on each object in 

and quiet after the singing round the well .filled Christ- into the manger of my heart. It is a Bethlehem there her view. 

nuts-tree and the little kovegods were sleeping so this morning! Aly faith is renewed, my courage— is Then she said : "Nurse, tell the Officers that. I died — 

. soundly . 'hat they were no longer in Lids uuireriul strong— my — love to Hint and to you is strengthened trusting in the Wood." 

world at all. They were in a hazy world o, candies and — -as long as I am privileged to work among " A little later she added : " Doctor, I thought I would 

and among, fairies in the wood and the- it (hc-ovis wer- He tried hard, dear fellow to conclude, but the cup have been here for Christmas— but Jesus bids me conic, 

of apples and dolls, and the Company Leader ail mined was full ami Captain ami Corps, leader and people wept — But you will set my chair in its place by the table, 

strangely tog-ether. i wether. He sank into his elutir, and his frame shook won't you, Nurse? And my crown," she added, la.y- 

Wlien tiie morning broke it was found ttiigcj's feet lifitl Hk an oak when the storm breaks over it, with the ing. her hand over her heart, "lay it here— and don't 

entered this humble dwelling. He had not come alone ". ,n rung euro tiou of his soul. let them weep for me — for I will be happy — up yonder! 

■The angel indeed had vanished with, the morning Ugh!., " Kead the lOdrd Psalm," whispered Sergeant Orate- Tell them I've gone to have Christmas with the 

as is the wont of modern angels, but the good mes- fulheart to the Sergeant-Major. And while saints— angels." 

senger of the Lord had left a baby iioy in the arms of among them Sister l'outl-of-ehange and Brother Super- These were the last words Edith was known to 

the grateful mother. There was the stirring of new fieial— and sinners sought the mercy-seat, almost nn- utter, and ere the clock struck twelve— announcing the 

life in that room and there was the stirring of young bidden, the Sergeant-Major's deep and honest voice advent of another Christinas dawn— Edith's spirit had 

cacdes in the heart 'of the good Captain. was heard repeating those words so suitable for tins taken its flight to the realms of Eternal Bliss.— Mrs. 

As fohii Love.uod went to the early morning prayer resurrection of Captain Lovegod : " Bless the Lord, Adjutant Thorkihlson. ■ 

meeting on this Christinas morning-thinking of another my soul, and all that is within me, bless His holy name. . __^ 

Christmas morning, he munu'urcd : " Unto us a child is Bless the Lord, my soul, and forget not all His bene- -p wo thousand years ago the ancients made cloth of 

born, unto us a sou is given." And though it was fits. Who forgivcth all thine iniquities; Who healeth all asbestos, and , used this cloth for winding round the 

snowing hard a tear slowly crept down his cheek and thy diseases; Who redeemeth thylife from destruction ; bodies of the dead before cremation, so that the ashes 

fclljust"as he reached, tlie barracks door. Who crowneth thee with loving kindness and tender of the | )0(Jy might be kcpt se paratc from those of the 

"Come, Captain! This is not a day for tears," said mercies; Who satisfieth thy mouth with good things, so r ire . To-day we make firemen's gloves, ropes, and 

the-Sergeant-Major who met hiin at the door. "The that tliy youth is renewed like the eagles." other fire-escape appliances ffoiu it. 
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devotion to duty, aiu 

Til is force, known a 

West Mounted Police, 
order in the provinces of Alberta and Saskatchewan, 
besides having men employee! in the Yukon, and some 
in the Arctic regions of Hudson's Bay. 
V As many o!' our readers will be interested in learning 
something oft his force, and as a few members of our 
Retina Corps conduct services in the Guard room at 
Headquarters in Rcgina, among prisioners committed 
for minor offences, some facts relating- to this force will 
not be out ..:' place. 

te. The North \Vc-:l- Mounted Police were Drought into 
'existence ne.arlv thirty-four years ago, at a. time when 
Itlie above-named Provinces were a vast, unknown 
'prairie, across which but few white men had ever gone, 
and the geography of which was little known t 
jvvorld. 1 

},j Many rumors of Indian wars -and massacre: 
general unsettled state of the Indians, wo. ■ a 
causes of the force being organized in the fait 
It was also felt that the work of exploration 
opening up of the country could be only done by a. iorcc 
which, though military in character, would yet open up 
the country and tend to give future settlers a land in 
" which they cor.ld live peaceably and safely. 
\ General "French., the famous British leader, at that 
time, was ihc- first Commissioner, and had under his 
command, at first, about one hundred and fifty 
men in all. There arc now 700. 

t The motto of the force, " Maiutien lc droit,' (Uphold 
the Right), has ever been lived up to under all circum- 
stances o.nd conditions, with, the result that the men 
have at all limes earned the respect of royalty, the Gov- 
ernor-Generals and others in high authority, 
jfi Prom the first the members of the force have been 
given to understand that the work they would have to 
perforin would be no mere child's play. On two dis- 
tinct occasions before the force left Toronto to go on 
the memorable march across the prairies, General 
French assembled all rants on parade and plainly told 
them that they would have, and must expect, plenty of 
hardship; that they would be wet day after 
day, and have to lie down in wet clothes; 
also, that they might be a day or two 
without food and, he feared, they would 

''often be without water. 
i 
| The first march across the prairie, from 

Fort Garrv, or Winnipeg, as it is now, to 
the Bow River at MacLeod, was a distauce 
'of seven hundred and eighty-one miles, and 
after the first eighteen miles, no human 
'habitation was seen except a few Indian 
tepees. The force was accompanied by a 
guide for about hall the distance, but after that, 
had to find their own way. 

The Police have ever maintained an unbroken record 
■of ^ood work done and have earned for themselves the 
name of "The friend of the settler." Their duties are 
varied. The officers, in addition to their military and 
police work, and that of management, training- and in- 
spection of men, also perform the duties of magistrates, 
doctors, explorers, surveyors, mine recorders, revenue 
and customs officers, etc., while the men under their 
command have been called to act in the capacity of 
scouts, riders, explorers, telegraphers, sailors, mail 
•carriers, public health and veterinary officers, prairie 
and forest fire guardians, etc. The North West Mounted 
Policeman, in fact, is like the British sailor— a handy 
man; but 'besides being this, lie is trained to be a brave 
and fearless man. His duties often lead him into posi- 
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(ions which require pluck, energy / 
and skill, in addition to a stern 
devotion to duty; and instances 
have not been \vanting where con- 
stables have laid down their lives 
in order to uphold the right. 

The early history of the K. X. W. M. 
in exciting instances, and a volume 
with stories descriptive of these men. 
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P. was fruitful 

could he tilled 

In the curly 

days of the Provinces, or the North West Territories, 
as they were then known, whiskey was freely sold to 
the Indians, with the result thai, ilie'v were getting 
demoralized. Horse-stealing was prevalent, and the 
the natives indulged in barbarous practices such 
as the sun-dauec— a mode of torture horrible in 
the extreme— and others which had to be put down. 
All this needed a great deal of tact and diplomacy; 
out in a short period of three rears the liquor 
traffic was suppressed ;., > great extent, and 
villages rapidly sprung up in Alberta. Such, indeed, 
v.as the quality of these brave men, that n'icv gained 
the confidence of the Indians' and opened no the way 
for settlement of the vast stretch of territory, which 
has gone on ever since with leaps and hounds. 

Wherever one goes in the two Western provinces he 
comes across the vermillion uniform of the North West 
Mounted Policeman, whose word is law, and who 
carries behind him all the weight of the law ; and while 
he is feared by evil-doers, he is also respected and 
esteemed by the honest settler. Posts are established 
all over the Provinces and never, in the history of the 
force, has a criminal eventually escaped arrest. Al- 
though some men have escaped, the3' have eventually 
been recaptured, even if it has taken months in which 
■lo accomplish it. 

It was during the construction of the Canadian 
Pacific Railway that an instance occurred which is now 
one of the traditions of the force, and many gifted pens 
have been used to relate it. The line of railway had 
been constructed as far west as Swift Current, when 



lug jauntily on the traditional 
smartly into Piapot's camp, and did 








they 



R. H. W. M- P. Barracks, Refllna. 

the contractors saw in front of them an Iudian en- 
campment, under Chief Piapot. PiapOt brusquely an- 
nounced that he intended to remain there. He had not, 
at that time, that wholesome respect for the law and 
the red-coated guardian of it which a few mouths' ex- 
perience was to confer. The railway officials tele- 
graphed to the Lieutenant-Governor of the North West 
Territories for protection, The appeal was turned 
over to the Mounted Police, and with just as much 
promptitude means were taken to remove the difficulty. 
Piapot and his hundreds of well-armed braves were 
spoiling for a fight, but to quote the historian of the 
North West Mounted Police, "it was not the custom 
in the N. W. M. Police force to count numbers when 
law and order are on their side. Soon after the order 
from headquarters ticked over the wires, two smart 
red-coated members of the force, their pill-box forage 



caps hanging jauntily on the traditional three 
hairs, rode smartly into Piapot's camp, and did not 
draw rein tin til in front of the Chief's tent. Two men 
entrusted with the task of bringing a camp of several 
hundred savages to "reason ! It appeared liUe tempting 
Providence, the verv height of rashness!" 

The orders were that the Indians should, witlinut 
dclay, break up camp and take the trail to the north, 
well out of the sphiTe of railway operations. One of 
the two policemen was a Sergeant, and though the 
younger members of the camp laughed outright at first, 
and ventured upon threat's, even firing oft their rifles 
under the heads of the horses, ic did not disconcert the 
guardians of the law. 

Piapot would nor obey the order, and tlie Sergeant 
ga*.: him just fifteen minutes in which to clear off; its 
the : me an tin. e • iking out his watch to show the Indian 
that lie ii!e;i.it to be q • n' ±c.4;x_act_ with his count. Tlu> 
fifteen minnles passed, and still Piapot-i^fesSsM"'' 
orders. The Sergeant thereupon coolly dismoif : ■:, 
and throwing the reins over to the constable, wi> ] "■ 
over to Piapot's teepee. The coverings of these ImJi::n 
tents are spread over a number of poles tied near the 
top, and these poles are so arranged that the removal 
of a particular one, called the key-pole, brings the 
whole structure down. Then the Sergeant did a thing 
which, for coolness and downright pluck, is hard to 
beat, He did not say anything, but with impressive 
deliberation kicked out the foot of the key-pole of 
Piapot's teepee, which collapsed. This roused the 
Indians, who gave vent to a howl of rage and rushed 
for their arms. To again quote the historian, "The 
least sign of weakness or even of anxiety on the part of 
the two police, or emotion on the part of Piapot would 
have resulted in the death of both men; but 
the latter were, apparently, as calm as ever, 
and Piapot was doing some deep thinking. 
"The Sergeant had his plan of operation 
mapped out, and with characteristic sang 
froid proceeded to execute it. Prom the 
collapsed canvas of Piapot's teepee, he 
strode to the nearest tent, and kicked out 
the key-pole as before; and commenced to 
kick out the key-poles all through the 
camp." 

This had the desired effect, and -there was 
no more trouble with these Indians. 

Another illustration of bravery occurred in 1S95, but 
this time the result was not so successful. Sergeant 
Colbrook was detailed to arrest a Cree Indian named 
Almighty Voice. Having been pursued and tracked for 
three days by the Sergeant, who was accompanied bv 
a half-breed scout, they came upon him suddenly. The 
two heard a gunshot near by, and proceeding in the 
direction from which the sound came, a short distance 
brought the Sergeant and his companion upon the out- 
law, who had just shot a prairie chicken. 

Almighty Voice threatening him, the polic ^.rnati in. 
structed the scout to tell the Cree that they nad come 
to arrest him, and that he mast accompany them to 
Duck Lake. Without hesitation came the reply from 
the Cree, "Tell him if he advances I will kill hiui." 
[Concluded on Page 27.] 
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A Fine Type of the' Danish Fisherman. 

AST Christmas T was in Copenhagen, 
lliy capital of Denmark. This is a 
very modern, up-to-date city, with a 
|iojiul:it ton of over five hundred 
thousand. Its .streets are well lighted 
ami. paved, and its linus.es are gene.r- 
L':i high, as most people livo in flats, but 
r-i' big cities there, is plenty of poverty 
although it is not seen so easily as iji 
'•.. being kept, jnore under the Surface. 
;';: !,m ;-..!'. i:'-iiii; Army in Copenhagen, as oIkc- 

",viii ' ■: '■:■■• l-i i. • I/nit it win to relievo some of the 
•nil ; ... i'.ji.'i vi.iie. ■•iinl n!<ire - eSpec'ially n.t Cimsimns 
•*'■•■' '*..'• ' . ;• . days before Christmas can' Of- 
■ner-. .in! >]„!,iios. may lie seen with their pots at tlio 
urn'. ' cunifra v-itn tlio motto over them ''Hold 
t . i- v . i ■ T.i i l'> t >■'.<■■' ' rliidi in English is "Keep the pot 
boiling 1 ." Drum the money subscribed in this way 
over a thousand baskets of:' substantial Christmas 
fare are distributed to the homos of the poor whose 
needs have been personally investigated by our 
Cilice rs. 

I spent last Christmas Eve in superintending the 
packing and distribution of these baskets. Then J 
went to tlio largest of our two Men's Shelters, where 
nearly two hundred men are accommodated every 
night. There our Shelter Officers had prepared a 
free Christmas' dinner 'for the men, and tins, as ig 
usual in .Denmark, was served, not on Christmas 
Day. as in lOnglish-spcuking countries, but on the 
evening before at about six o'clock. First came a 
steaming hot dish of boiled rice with plenty of cin- 
namon in it, accompanied by a cupful of Danish 
"beer," but, of course, of the non-intoxicating va- 
riety. Dach spoonful of rice was dipped in ilie beer 
to Hive it additional flavour. As I entered the dining 
hall I shouicd loud enough for all to hear above 
the clatter of the dishes, "Ohidelig Jul" (A Happy 
Christ mas), on which the whole hungry crowd stopped 
eating- their rice and stood up, and bowing with the 
inherent politeness of all Danes, answered back with 
a "Gladelig Jul," to mo. Then, after the rice came 
another traditional Danish Christmas' dish of fat 
roast pork and boiled red cabbage.. While they were 
eating these seasonable viands, I made a little speech, 
which, judging by the demeanour of the men, was 
very well received. 

In every Danish homo, almost without exception, 
even among- the poorest, is to bo found a Christmas 
tree which ia decorated according to the means of tlio 
family. But no matter how poor tlio family the 
candles are never- forgotten. After the meal is over 
the lights are lit find the vhiile family, young -and 
old, march round the Christmas tree, singing the old 
Danish Christmas songs and hymns that every child 
leiunji in school. The men in our Copenhagen Shelters 
and Prisou. (Jute Home are no exception, but, these 
foio 1 , rough men, many of whom have spent long 
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Young Denmark at Chxistinastide. 

years in hardship or crime, become children again 
and march round the Christmas tree, in our various 
Institutions, singing the old familiar Christinas songs 
of childhood, and the same can be said of our Eescue 
Home, Training- Home and every other Army centre. 
'Christmas Kve is also the time when presents are dis- 
tributed and the inmates of our Institutions are each 
remembered with some gift of warm clothing. 

On Christmas Day .morning most people rise early 
in Denmark, for there is a service in every Church at 
six or seven in the morning and some even as early 
as live. Of course The Salvation Army follows the 
national custom with an early 'morning meeting, when 
the two great Christinas trees, which have! been placed 
beside the platform, are lit up with candles from top 
to bottom. "Who pays for the candles 1 '" somebody 
asks. Why in many Corps they hold, some days be- 
fore Christmas', a special meeting which they call n 
"leys Mode," admission to which is obtained by 
giving a candle at the door; some give a whole 
packet of candles. 

Meetings are held all day on Christmas Day, 
which in Denmark is kept more holy than a Sunday, 
also on what, is called Second Christmas Day, as well 
as Third and Fourth Christinas Days. Christmas tree 
festivals are held fop the Corps' Juniors, for poor 
children, and lastly for the Soldiers and friends of 
the Corps. Marching round the , Christmas tree is a 
great feature, of each festival. In. this way I spent 
last Christmas. Besides seeing lots of people, young 
and old, made happy with the. joys of Christmastide, 
thank God, I also saw a crowd of souls seeking Salva- 
tion in Copenhagen, and hope to see many more this 
Christmastime in Toronto. 

There is another interesting and beautiful Danish 
Christmas custom I would like to mention, which is 
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A Salvation Army Open-Air Demonstration. 

that of laiying a sheaf of wheat and putting it Out- 
side tlio house for Christmas cheer for the birds. 
These sheaves are sold on the streets ns well as in 
I he stores, ami thousands of 
Christmas Eve. 

Christmas in the country is 
Denmark. At every i'ariuliouse 
(leaning for weeks before, am 
for days. The railroads are 
from Copenhagen going home to spend Christmas 
with friends in the country, and with country .friends 
coming to the capital; so special trains are run bl- 
ab direction?', and every available engine and car 
are called into sol-vice, for Copenhagen comprises 
nearly one-fifth of the total population of Denmark 
and practically everybody has friends there. What a. 
time of visiting and feasting, of theatre-going- and 
pleasure-seeking it is? But then Denmark is by no 
means alone in this respect, for hero, in Canada, 
how easily the real idea of Christmas may be put in 
the background or entirely forgotten, and the Christ 
Who came to bring "peace on earth and good will 
toward men" left outside. 

* * * 
What will Christmas mean to you? Will its joys 
consists only m feasting and selfish pleasure, or will 
you remember Him "Who, though Ho was rich, yet 
for our sakes become poor that we, through His 
poverty might bo made rich?" And will you not 
only be assured that He is a welcome Christmas 
Guest in your own heart and home, but endeavour to 
bring something of the real meaning of Christmas 
to. other hearts that are strangers to it, and to other 
homes where Chrisnnas cheer will be unknown. 



Saved in a Bar Room. 

A short time ago the Officer of a small Corps \n 
Ontario was selling- her War Crys, and happened to go 
into a saloon to see if anyone there would buy her 
papers. Three men were standing at the bar and each 
of them bought a copy of the Cry. 

"J wouldn't lie without one of these papers," said 
one of them, as he turned over the leaves and examined 
the contents. 

"Say, is there anything about the races inside?" 
called out one of the others. 

The Captain was quick to sec her opportunity of 
driving home a truth. 

"Yes there is news of the most important race of 
all," she replied, and then went on to tell them about 
the great Race for Eternal Reward, which God calls all 
men to run, and in the words of Paid she exhorted 
them to them to "Press toward the mark for the prize 
of the high calling of God." 

■ This so affected one of the men that heknclt down on 
the bar-room floor and commenced to pray to God. 
The Captain gladly knelt with him and encouraged 
htm to believe in Christ to die Salvation of his soul. 
This incident made a great impression on all who were 
present and the Captain was greatly encouraged to 
continue her work of faith and labour. of love. 
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I War Cry Supplement, Christmas, IfluT 



CHRISTMAS IN CANADA 

When the Snow Sparkles on the Tr:8S, the Scene Looks Like Fairylanu. 
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(Pictorial Section.) 
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The Presentation in the Temple — ''Mine Eyes Have Seen Thy Salvation," 
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During the Night of the First Christmas — The Shepherds at the Stable, 
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The Fallen in" Life's Battle: The Nightly Distribution of Souf by 
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The riohest city in the world has surely no sadder spectacle to offer than this, of the ill-olad, gaunt and starving battalion of London's submerge 

Salvation Army gives them. Every, night during the prevailing cold-weather, some five hundred men draw up i 

away, most of them joining that still greater army— numbering several thov 
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ttle: The Nightly Distribution of Sour by -The Salvation Arm on the Victo. 
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jectacle to, offer than this, of the ill-olad, gaunt and starving battalion of London's submerged tenth, who gather after midnight on the Victoria Embankment, in the - 

3S them. Every, night during the prevailing cold weather, some five hundred men draw up in line and await the distribution, which begins at one o'clock, By 1.15 th 

' away, most of them joining that still greater army— numbering several thousands— who, homeless and friendless, pass the cold winter nights out of dc 
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'The Salvation Army on the Victoria Embankment, London, England. 
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>d tenth, who gather after midnight on the Victoria Embankment, in the vicinity of Waterloo Bridge, for the sake of the bcwl of soup which The 
in line and await the distribution, which begins at one o'clock. By 1.15 the ceremony is over, and the crowd melts 
asands— who, homeless and friendless, pass the cold winter nights out of doors. 
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(Pictorial Scctirn.) 
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Christmastide finds some families in adversity, even in Canada The Salvation Army's tripod collections help many to 

enjoy a happy Christmas who otherwise would not. 
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This striking picture illustrates the words cf Christ s '" Inasmuch as ye have done it unto one of the least of these My 

little ones, ye have done it unto Me." 
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'From an. Indian Village Situated Well Within tlie Forest Came Sounds of Evening- Life. 











[This story illustrates, in a striking fashion, the 
methods adopted by lonely Salvationists in Canada 
i'or_ spreading the Gospel of Christ, ami although the 
incidents here narrated did not happen in the order 
recorded, they have taken place, lncidently the: article 
contains much instructive matter concerning life in the 
North and is well worth reading.— IvDITOR.'] 

PART T. 

WAS a bright Autumn evening in 

Northern Manitoba. The air had in 

it just enough of the toiieli of frost to 

give it a bracing crispness, and tlie 

leaves, were just beginning to turn 

from golden ted to brown preparatory 

io falling. Squirrels still eliattered among the tree 

tops and scampered along the ground gathering nuts 

by (lie slowly fading light. 

From ;i n Indian village, situated wolf within the 
forest, came tlie sound of evening life. Groups' of 
children played about among the lodges and under 
the trees, while a pack of the half-savage sleigh-dogs 
wrangled and growled over some refuse freshly scat- 
tered in the outskirts of the place. From the cooking 
fires, where the squaws \veru preparing the evening 
meals, cuine the savoury odour of broiling trout and 
venison; and the numerous pelts which hung on dry- 
ing-boards from the teepee- poles, showed that the 
limiting season hud, Urns far, been very favourable. 
In front of the big Council Lodge, a group of braves 
were standing, listening to the recital of two of their 
number who had just returned from a visit to the 
trading post, far to the southward. 

"What say you, Wetaski! you stayed to listen at 
a preaching council of the pale-faces? Care yon then so 
jinicli for the religion of the white-men that you 
Eliould tarry at the post four days merely to give ear 
to their gabbl ings ? " asked, iu sarcastic tones, a tall 
Indian who wore tho silver ornaments of a sub-chief. 

"But these wore a most remarkable sort of preach- 
ers, Nislf-wish-tin," earnestly replied the person who 
lad boon addressed. "They wore caps, and red shirts 
much like the soldiers of the great king, and carried 
and beat a big drum that was three times larger than 
tho medicine drum of tho Assiuiboines. They were 
eallcd also a sort of Army. But when they spoke it 
was explained that they fought not as the king's 
soldiers do, with rifle and sabre, but with prayor- 
tvords and songs and preaching fought they for 1 
'Jesus Christ, the God of the pale-faces, Whom, they 
dcclaredj lovod also the red-men, and had died that 
nil might believe on Him, and be delivered from evil- 
sloing and the power of bud spirits. It was wonder- 
fully interesting the manner in which they spoke, 
'And so we lingered, Tikana here, and 1, and also 
Hooka. And the strangest part of it all was that on 
tho last night of their preaching, Unoka, after many 
groans, as if he had been in pain, went out to their 
prayer-bench, and there wept and cried like a woman. 
! And after much song, and many words spoken to 
their Matufcou, our comrade stood up on his feet and 
declared that he had found peace of heart through 
their God, And all the way home the man has been 
like one who walks on air, and neither I nor Tigana 
eould prmroke him to a quarrel, but he answered us 
ever by soul'les and soft words instead of blows." 

At thi3«etonnt of the change in Unoka, tho quarrel- 
some, a murmur of surprise ran round the group. But 
Nish-wish>t?<a put in scorn fully--" Huh! Unoka has 
become it wosaan. . Tho religion /of the pale- faces is 
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A TALE OF THE IN 

By W. F. McAlistev, Saskatoon, Sask. 

not for our people. What is all this talk of theirs 
about, did, only to try to make us how our necks to 
their yoke ami give np our lands to I hem for a little 
or nothing! ■' ' 

"They of I he red shirts seemed not to be after 
land,'' answered Wetaski, slowly, "but here comes 
Unoka, lie can speak for himself ,' ' 

A silence fell on the group as the Indian, in ques- 
tion, approached — a. young, powerfully built man with 
a bright, earnest face. Only the sub-chief spoke; and 
there was a ring of bitter irony in his voice as be 
linked — "Is this our warrior comrade, Unoka, that I 
see? or is it some frightened squaw that weeps an.l 
cowers before the palaver of the pale-faces, and be- 
lieves their lies about a God and hell invented by 
themselves ?" 

"It is I, Brother Nish-wish-tin," answered fbe 
other, calmly, and, as if not minding the stinging 
words, "and no less of a man, I trust, because 
I have given my heart's allegiance to the great God 
who made heaven and earth, and iu mercy sent His 
Son to suffer and die for my deliverance from ain. " 

' ' Pooh ! That is all foolishness. With what magic 
have the white-men bewitched you that you roll out 
this drivel before the men of our tribe? Listen, 
Unoka, when I Mas but a papoose 1 was, as you know, 
taken away to Ontario, and taught ia the learning 
and so-called culture of the pale-faces, until I was 
grown up. I havo heard much about their God and 
the religion of love, as they call it; bat never saw I 
that it made any difference in their lives, or that they 
were any the less ready to lie or cheat, or hate, or 
any of the other things which they preached against. 
So that when I had grown to manhood, I returned 
to my own people, and to the totem charms,' of my 
fathers, which are good enough for me. Who these 
people of the red shirts may be, I know not; but 
never saw T ought in the ways of the white-men that 
would make me walling to give ear to their preaching. 
Bo no longer a fool, Unoka; renounce these silly de- 
ceptions now; and let me call you comrade once 
more. ' ' 

"I would always bo glad to have your friendship, 
Nish-wish-tin. But renounce my Saviour, I will not; 
not for yoa nor for all the other men in the world. It 
is true that many white-men do not serve Him, even of 
those who profess His name. But those, to whom I list- 
ened at the post, are good and holy people; who spoke 
with such power as I have never heard before. What 
is more, the Salvation of Jesus is not for any one 
people; but He died for all — red, white and black, 
might come to Him and live. And, in the few days 
that I have been serving and trusting Him, I have 
had such peace and mighty happiness in my heart as 
I never found while walking in the evil ways of my 
fathers." 

The tall sub-chief bit his lip, and then answered 
sneeringly — ' ' No animal is happy when it is trapped ; 
only the Indian when he is snared by the incantations 
of the whites. Waughl I want no more to do with 
such sick babies as you are." And with these words 
ho turned on his heel and strode away with a dis- 
, gusted air to his teepee. 

One, or two others followed the angry heathen 's ex- 
ample. Bat most of the group, remained, for was 



not old Inkisa, tlie head chief of the village, and a 
man famed through the entire tribe for his wisdom, 
speaking now? His words were words of moderation. 

"L know something of those people of the red 
shirts and Ibe great drum. The time that I, with 
other chiefs from the villages iu the North, went to 
the head city of the white-men for u conference with 
the chief of the great queen, who is dead, we. 
saw those people, men and women, marching the 
streets with drams and banners, and many songs. I 
enquired much about them, and was informed that 
they were good and harmless people, who wrought 
many deeds of kindness among the puor and sick 
and helpless. 

"For myself, T cling to the religion of my fathers 
which has seemed sufficient for me. But if there are 
any who, like Unoka, feet in their hearts a longing 
for this salvation-doctrine, it seems only fair that 
they should be permitted to do as they think fit. 1, 
at least, See no harm that can come to them or to the 
tribe from their following such a course; nor do I 
see the wisdom of reviling men for worshipping as 
they feel in their hearts they ought." Then wrapping 
his blanket majestically about him, the old warrior 
strode away to his own lodge, where his' squaw had 
begun to lay out, the venison steaks on the birch-bark 
chips which served as plates. 

Most of the tribesmen, however, still lingered to 
hear more of the strange religion wdiieh seemed te 
have wrought such a transformation in their erst- 
while drunken and quarrelsome comrade. Readily did 
Unoka expound all that ho had learned of Army 
teaching and Christian faith; telling his hearers how 
those who would serve Jesus and gain eternal life, 
must not kill, nor steal, nor gamble, nor strike back, 
ncr drink fu'e-waler, and must be kind to those in 
distress. And, lie added, "But I am going to learn 
more. For there was at the post a. pale-face settler, 
one who is called MoKenzic, and who has taken a 
government grant (homestead) over at Loon Lake 
and is moving down there now with his family and 
goods and horses. He is of the Salvation brethren, 
and aeems to be a good and holy man. He has 
invited ,mo to come often to his house and bring 
with me such others of the tribe as might wish to 
come, in order that tve might learn more about Jesus 
and the way to Heaven, ' ' 

"Yes, and he has with him a great yellow dog- 
big almost as a cinnamon bear ; whieh they told us 
was of wonderful wisdom, and might find its way iu 
the thickest of the blizzards, even as a muskrat find'' 
its way under the water," broke in Tikana, one o: 
the Indians who had been Unoka 's companion on tho 
recent trip. 

"The dogs of the pale-face settler are not of 
particular interest, Tikana," answered another of the 
tribe, "but if he can tell us more about this' mighty 
religion that can mako evil-hearted men good, I, for 
one, would not object to paying a visit to his house." 

"Agreed," cried another, and another. And so it 
cainc about, although it was a good five hours' 
journey from the village over to tho Loon Lake 
district, that frequent trips weTO made during the rest 
of the autumn and the ensuing winter to tho home 
of 'the Salvationist settler, Donald jVleKenzie. And 
that faithful soldier of the Cross, with his good wife, 
recognizing tlie opportunity as one sent from God, 
rejoiced at it; and, with much earnest prayer :for 
help and guidance for themselves^ bent their energies 
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to the work of leaching and dealing- with those poor 
lbeniy!i:»-il barbarians. 

Week after week, ;is the sen son passed and winter 
Grew uii, tho visitors sit tho MeKenzie cabin became 
more numerous. Some came to see Bruno — the grout 
St. Bernard, which had already gained :i marvellous 
roputuiion for sagacity, and Had become known among 
the Indians ad ' 'Tiio-dog-that-travels-in-storms" — but 
moro came to hear about the iT.'ui, Who was more 
than man, and 1p.uI bought with His death, deliverance 
from sin, and the hope oi' life everlasting. And. so 
.through the long evenings the humble shanty be- 
came the secuo of many earnest talks, ns well an of 
some fiery moot i tigs, in which T/noku, who, under the 
MelYOiizie's leadership and the tuition or tho Holy 
Spirit, was developing into a splendid soldier, and 
learning tii road with remarkable rapidity, added his 
own burning testimony and earnest exhortations to 
She words of the Seidell couple. Moreover, before the 
".viMer had h:ili! gone, four others of the tribe, in- 
cluding Unoka's own wife, had sought and obtained 
jjar.hoi for their sins through Jesus' blood, ami, 
were giving bright testimonies to His saving -power. 
Many ...thors appeared to be under deep conviction, 
and ir certainly seemed as if God had begun a 
mighty work among those ignorant savages in that 
.Nori Ih'i'n forest. 

Only Nish-wish-tin, and a, few of his hangers-on, 
tried by word and look and act to oppose the progress 
of the Gospel among their companions. It seemed to 
fill the haughty heart of the English-educated Indian 
with bitter wrath, that his' humbler brethren should 
Jin d peace and victory in the Saviour Whom he bad 
rejected. And so lie continued his opposition with a 
malignity that was particularly trying. Against 
Vueke. especially, was bis venom directed. But do 
what he might the sub-chief was never able to pro- 
voke the Christian convert into a quarrel, or even to 
utter an angry retort to his bitter tanuta. True, the 
fear of Inkisa's wrath kept the angry heathen from 
open violence, but everything else that devilish ingen- 
uity could devise to disturb or distress the followers 
of the Nuzarene, was put into effect. Often when 
there would be a prayer meeting in TJnoka 'a lodge, 
Nistrwisli-tiu would come and stand in the doorway 
•with a malicious sneer on his face; and, during the 
prayers, would beat his "medicine drum" and sing 
the uncanny chant of tho ghost-dauce. Theu when 
someone began to testify of Jesns' power to save, he 
would produce his "medicine bag" (amulet) marked 
.•with its weird totem signs, and, holding it high above 
the assembled company, would cry sneeringly — "What 
power has your God beside this token of the mighty 
ones' This is the only divine, power which the totems 
will allow to conn; into our village, or that can help 
any of the Sioux in the hour of distress. You are 
only a lot of fools, who, like chattering geese, en- 
courage each other with your own. cackle while you 
tear not tho approach of the hunter." 

One night when ho was especially blatant, TJnoka 
Stepped up to him and laying a hand gently on his 
arm, said earnestly — "Brother, may God in His mercy 
[forgive you for your evil words, cyid look with pity 
upon you in the hour you call to Him .for help." 

The sub-chief's white teeth gleamed in an angry 
snarl, and his hand dropped toward his knife. But 
something seemed to restrain him; and bo contented 
himself with answering in sarcastic tones, "When- 
ever I call for help on your God, or on your pale-face 
Receivers, or the ' dog-whieh-travels-in-storms' then put 
iNish-wish-tin down for a sick old woman like you, 
and say that he has become a prayer soldier, too; but' 
not till then." And shaking off the detaining hand, 
tie disappeared into the night. 



i ' PAKT II. 

i It was the last day of February, and the Indian 
{pillage still lay wrapped in its' winter inactivity. 

The morning broke dull and gray, -with such, a 
•Chill in the muggy air that most of the Indiana 
wrapped their blaukets closer about them and glanced 
■apprehensively at the leaden sky. Only Nish- wish- 
tin, who had been, particularly successful in his trap- 
ping operations during the winter, began to gather 
up a bundle of his best furs, preparatory to a trip to 
the trading post. Several men gathered near the door 
■of his lodge, and one of them, an especial crony of 
the sub-chief 's, ventured to remark — "You expect 
to go to the post to-day, Nish-wish-tin?" 

"'So! Yes!" was the somewhat sharp answer. "I 
fflever saw the threat of snowstorm yet which would 
:&eep me back when my plans were made to start.".' 
iNo one said, anything more until old Tnkisa, the veter-' 
an bead-chief, strolled up to .the lodge, and, after, a, 
■look at the sky, remarked with; a shake of the head. 
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and in broken English — "Ugh! heap big snow come. 
Nish-wish-tin bettor stay in." 

His subordinate answered Lim angrily: "Am I a 
pale-face papoose, that .fnkiaa speaks to me thus? 
The tongue of tho Sioux is good enough for me. And 
I know very well that a storm threatens, but it shall 
not turn me back." 

"When one who is called a. warrior chief of the 
Sioux acts liko a papoose of tho prile-i'ucos it is 
fitting that he should be spoken to as such,'' answered 
the old chief sternly. "Not in twenty years has 
there been such a blizzard as threatens mow lie who 
leaves tho protection of the forest to-day will have 
no more chance of getting through after tho storm 
shall, break, and will bo as helpless in its power as 
if he were indeed but a white school-boy." 

"Nevertheless, I am going. And if 1 let the storm 
overwhelm uio then say that 1 was no hunter, nnr 
trapper, nor guide, but only the pale-face child you 
seem to think me, " replied the younger Indian dog- 
gedly as he bent to adjust his snowshoos. 

"Ugh! Your umutliings against the Salvation folk 
ba\o turned your brain," growled the old man in 
disgust. "Go, then, and perish if yon will. It is 
little loss you will he to the tribe. You sneer ever at 
women, but there is not a woman in the North but 
has more sense than yon with all your big words. 
Yon had better quit being a hunter and trapper and 
go and sew blankets." And with this the head-chief 
turned haughtily away. 

Nish-wish-tin rose to his feet in silence, with a 
scowl on his face, and, shouldering his pack and 
rifle, was just about to set forth on his journey, 
when Uuoka stepped through the crowd and once 
again laid a detaining hand on his arm. The snb- 
chicf would have pushed him angrily away, but there 
was that in Unoka's eyes which made him stop and 
listen, while tho other speaking earnestly and in 
ringing tones, said — "Hearken, brother, yonder on 
the prairie in the white night of the blizzard when 
all other help shall have failed call yet upon the 
God whom I serve, for He alone is mighty to save 
in the hour of need." 

Slipping his hand from its mitten Nish-wish-tin 
reached into his bosom and drew forth the niagie 
amulet of which he had boasted so often, and, hold- 
ing it before the other's face, cried fiercely — "This 
is all the God I want, or ever expect to havo; and 
wheu it shall fail, and my totem charms prove in- 
sufficient, then let ine die in the snow; for no other 
power exists there to help Nislrwish-tiu; none," and 
replacing the amulet he glided away through tho 
forest with a long swinging stride, that soon took him 
out of sight of the village. 

After an hour's rapid walking the still stubbornly 
reckless Indian emerged on the prairie and struck out 
iu the direction of the trading post, a good thirty 
miles away to the southward. Nish-wish-tin had 
known that old Inlrisa had spoken advisedly when 
he had declared that the worst storm in twenty 
years would soon be upon them. And as the sub-chief 
swung away from the forest it could not escape his 
notice that seldom had he seen such a remarkably 
heavy haze on the horizon as that which now, in tht> 
north-west, betokened the near approach of the storm. 
But his pride had been touched by the stinging re- 
buke of the old warior as well as by Unoka's strik- 
ing admonition; and he felt that to turn back now 
would only subject him to the ridicule of tho village. 
And so, he thought, "I will press ahead fast and it 
may be that I can make tho house of Lemioux, the 
half-breed, who is my friend, and will give me 
shelter till the storm is past. Then I can go on to 
the post, and, on my return, laugh at those croaking 
fools at the village." Thus drowning the voice of 
prudence, which would have warned him back, he set 
himself to cover the twelve miles which soparated 
him from the half-breed's cabin. 

Two hours slipped by, and the haze had come very 
close and grown much denser. The snowflakes also 
began to glide through the air. Nish-wish-tin realized 
that it was only. a question of a few minutes when he 
would be enveloped in the blinding swirl of the storm; 
and he knew that it would be necessary to at once 
obtain bearings by which he could traco his course 
after the air had become full of snow. So hurrying 
to the nearest rise of ground he looked eagerly in. 
the direction in which he knew the Lemieivs cabin 
lay. More than three miles still separated him from 
tho desired .refuge, which lay concealed in a basin- 
like- hollow, nearly half -a- mile across.. If he could 
bub strike that basin at any point ho felt he would 
be able to make the cabin in spite of the storm. And 
;sq he noted carefully the position, of each projecting 
shrub, and of. every declivity and hollow clear to the 



hill which shut off the basin and cabin from his 
sight, and which he knew was close beside it. 

Scarcely had ho completed his "look" when, with 
a rush of eddying flakes, followed by a drive of 
blinding snow, the blizzard was upon him. 

Catching tho direction of the wind, so that he 
might keep it bearing at the proper angle upon his 
body, and thus direct his way by it, Nish-wish-tin 
plunged forward before, the storm. But thicker and 
ever thicker came tho driving snow. Neither did the 
wind blow steadily iu one direction, but whirled and 
eddied and. tossed the finely powdered stuff in so 
many different, ways and drove it into his face and 
eyes with such blinding fury that even to the .experi- 
enced Indian guide — trained for years' to battle with 
the sLorms of winter — it became a. matter of very 
great diilieulty to maintain his course. The tempest 
was. about him like a groat wall of white through 
which it was impossible to see more than a few feet. 
Before, he had walked twenty minutes in it he be- 
came aware that he had missed his bearings and must 
trust to guess-work and the uncertain chance of guid- 
ing himself by the wind to find the half-breed 's place. 
But still he pushed bravely ahead, being buffeted 
by the storm and stumbling over occasional obstacles', 
and stopping now and then to try and adjust his 
course as best he might in that awful blinding whirl. 
An hour passed and still no trace of the basin. Surely 
he must be near it now. He pressed cautiously for- 
ward, although a shade of anxiety began to creep over 
his heart. On, and on, and on ; still tho blizzard 
howled around him in unabated fury; and no sign yet 
that he was anywhere in tho vicinity of the basin. 

At last he drew out the cheap watch he had bought 
at the trading post, and, holding it close to his 
face that he might be able to see the hands through 
the driving snow, looked at it, and gave a start, as he 
saw that more than two hours had elapsed since the 
storm struck him. For the first time in his whole 
life a great sickening fear chilled his very soul as ho 
realized that he, Nish-wish-tin, the mighty hunter, the 
skilled trapper, and the unerring guido, was lost in 
the blizzard as hopelessly as if he had been only 
a pale-face school-boy. 

What was he to do? The basin? He must havo 
passed it some time since. To try to face the storm 
and find it now would very probably only wear out 
his strength to no purpose. No, there was only one 
thing left ; and that, in the present instance, was but 
a faint hope enough. It was to discard his pack and 
rifle, set his bach to the wind, and snowshoe easily 
before it in tho chance of wearing out the storm — tho 
last resort of au Indian in a blizzard. It was but 
the work of a few moments to divest himself of his 
valued rifle and the furs which had cost him so 
much time and hard work to Secure. Throwing them 
regretfully on the ground he swung round to drive 
with the storm across the prairie. It was a little 
after two wdien he had looked at his watch, and he 
knew that he still had three hours of daylight ,,bef ore 
to tho "white night of the blizzard" would bo added 
the horror of an inky darkness. He was tired now. 
How long would he last then, when he could not even 
see to placo his feet? 

But Nish-wish-tin, sub-chief of tho Manitoba Sious, 
was no coward. He had been out in storms before. 
True they had not been such storms as this, and 
. shelter had been nearer. But ho had always got 
through, and why might he not now? But as the 
afternoon dragged by, and there was no indication 
that shelter was anywhere near, his last remnant of 
courage melted slowly away. His strength was giving 
out. his feet seemed like lead, so that he could hardly 
lift his snowshoos. Ha had no idea how far he had 
come, nor where ho was. He knew only that the 
short winter day was almost gone, and the fury of 
the blizzard seemingly increasing; while the power of 
the cold, numbing and stiffening and deadly, was 
growing upon him more and more. 

Then his snowshoe struck a projecting bush and he 
pitched forward on his hands and knees. When ha 
tried to rise he found that he no longer had the 
strength to do so. Must ho die there in the snow 
like a sick dog? Not if the gods of his fathers would 
eomo to 'his aid. No! And raising himself faintly 
on one hand he drew out tho niagie amulet he had 
displayed so boastingly that morning, and holding it 
up in his stiffened fingers, cried aloud thus — "Oh! 
Mighty spirits that my fathers have worshipped,, if . 
there be any virtue or power in you at all, help me 
Bow ! " He listened intently, but only the howling of 
the storm replied. He tried to rise, but found himself, 
weaker than before, while the terrible drowsiness, 
whose meaning he knew only too. well, was beginning 
to creep, upon. him.. And so with one despairing sob 
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lie flung the amulet from him with tlio last remnant 
of his strength, and sinking forward on his face he 
groaned aloud — ' ' There is no help left. They have 
all failed, all." 

"Hearken! Nish-wish-tin 1 Yonder on the prairie, 
in the white night of the blizzard, when all other help 
shall have failed, call yet upon tlio God whom I serve; 
for He alone is mighty to save in the hour of need." 

"Where had he heard those words? and why did 
they como to him now. Oh, yes. It was Unoka who 
hat! spoken them at parting that morning. And, as 
Nish-wish-tin remembered, there came into his heart 
a conviction of the awful folly of his unbelief, and 
tlio wickedness of his opposition to the truth. With 
the conviction came the hope that even the God Whom 
he had so long rejected, and fought against, might 
yet have mercy upon him in this hour of his terrible 
need. And lying there in 
the snow unable to rise, 
lie lifted heart and voice 
into one last half-hopeful, 
half-despairing cry, "Oh, 
God of" the Christians, 
help me. Have mercy upon 
me, and save my life, and 
it shall be youra for 
ever ! " . 

, Did an unseen hand 
touch his there in the 
snow swirl, and a voice 
whisper in his ear the 
cheering words — "Cour- 
age! Up! And forward!" 
He knew not, but it 
seemed to him that there 
did. And with the thought 
courage returned to his 
heart, and, marvelous to 
tell, a new strength came 
into his stiffened limbs. 
He staggered to his 
i'eet, slowly and painfully 
enough, it is true; but still 
he could stand. And hope 
gathering strong in his 
breast he began to move forward, whither he 
fcnew not, confident only that the God whom he 
felt had come to his help in the hour of his ex- 
tremity would guide his steps. And — What was 
that mighty shape which came rushing upon him out 
of the gathering gloom? A bear? No bear would 
Lave come out to face that storm. And no bear 
would have leaped upon him and caressed his face in 
such a friendly fashion. Ho caught a glimpse of a 
brass-bound collar around its neck and gave a shout 
of joy tig he recognized the McKenzie 's big St. 
[Bernard — ' ' the-dog-that-travels-in-storms ' ' — whoso aid 
lie had once denounced in such scornful tones. But 
now it was the most welcome thing that conld havo 
come to him, being lost, as he was, in the furious 
tempest, with night coming on fast. Putting his awns 
around its neck, he cried in English — "Good dog! 
God Himself has sent you to me. Go ahead and load 
me out of this storm and darkness!" And tho intel- 
ligent animal, as if understanding, turned about and 
began slowly and carefully to lead the way through 
the gathering darkness and the whirling snow. 
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taken, and then began to put on his fur cap and 
coat. But onco more his wifo stopped him. "Don- 
ald, ye iiiauu mi. gang oot in that withoot something 
to guido ye back. Bide a minute, and we'll lush to- 
gitlier a' tho pack-ropes, and make a lino that ye 
can hark back by." And in a few minutes the two 
had fastcued together and coiled a line fully 150 
yards long, one eud of which they fastened to the 
door. Throwing the coil over his shoulder the sturdy 
Scotchman strode out into the blizzard, uncoiling the 
rope as he went. He hud reached tho end of it with- 
out discovering anything and confused by the thick- 
ness of tho swirl, began to doubt if he had kept the 
right direction. And so, standing still, ho shouted at 
the top of his voice to attract the attention of his 
dog. Suro enough, tho St. Bernard's deep-toned bark 
answered him from close by, and hurrying to the spot 




Must He Die There in the Snow Like a Sick Dog?" 



he encountered Nish-wish-tin stumbling painfully 
along behind tho unerring animal. 

A moment more and a strong hand was under the 
Indian's stiffened arm, and steady feet were guid- 
ing his faltering ones. There was no need of guide 
line now; and so with Bruno leading the way, they 
reached tho cabin. McKenzie opened the door, and 
Nish-wish-tin stumbled in, Snowshoes and all, into the 
chair which tho settlor's wife placed for him. 

' ' Keep back f rae the fire, mou, till we see if ye 're 
frozen," McKenzie cried, as the Indian sat down, 
"Ye 're full welcome here, chief, but wo must 'een 
take due precautions." 

His guest ran his hands painfully over his limbs 
and feet, and then answered in grateful tones, and in 
perfect English: "No, sir, I am not frozen at all, 
though very much numbed and stiffened by my long 
exposure to the cold." 

"Pnir body; ye must 'eon be," exclaimed Mrs. 
McKenzie, adding— as she poured and handed him 
a hot cup of tea, while her husband bent to. unfasten 
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the thongs of the visitor's snowshoes — "Here, drinH 
this; 'twill help to warm ye." As Nish-wish-tin 
drank the steaming beverage the good lady continued 
— " 'Twus certainly a midst wonderful mercy that ye 
were guided here, before the storm n 'erwhclmcd ye." 
"It was," answered the sub-chief very humbly, as 
he handed hack the cup, and then turning to Mc- 
Kenzie, who had taken off the snowshoes, and rising 
to his feet, added: "White-man, I have, as you 
Know, fought and scoffed at your doctrine, and 
abused and persecuted tho.je who followed it, but 
yonder iu the tempest, in the last extremity of my 
need, when all other help had failed, I called upon 
the name of your God, and in His great mercy — for 
I have sinned much — He heard me and came to my 
aid, gave me strength to go forward, and sent your 
dog and you to lead me here, and I have promised ta 
be His for ever." ^ 

"Hallelujah! Glory to His name!" cried the other 
fervently, as he and his wife sank upon their knees, 
The 'Indian followed. And there in front of the 
cheerful fire-placo was held a wonderful prayer-meet- 
ing. And when, after much earnest supplication ani3 
faithful dealing, Nish-wish-tin rose at last to bis feet, 
there were many tears in his eyes, and a great light 
of victory on his face. 



CONCLUSION. 

It was on the third eveniug thereafter that the 
blizzard having passed, the converted heathen return- 
ing, reached his village. The stars shone bright and 
clear overhead and the swaying banners of the Nor- 
thern Lights flashed brilliantly up toward the 
Zenith. ,-.^ 

There was a murmur of surprise as the man whom 
they had supposed had been frozen to death in the 
storm, strode into the clearing. And it was in- 
creased as ho hurried, across to Hnoka's lodge, and 
held' out his hand to the man whom he had so Jong 
opposed and persecuted. "Brother, I want to tell 
you that I hav ( e found Jesus, and am His for ever. 
Ho saved my life out in the blizzard when my totem 
charms and all my strength had failed me, as you 
said He would. He saved my soul as well and has 
given me the first taste of real happiness that I have 
ever known. Will you, Unoka, forgive me for the 
many hard cruel things I have said and done to you 
in the past?"_ \ 

"Forgive you?" answered the other, his eyes fill- 
ing with tears as he took the proffered hand, and 
gently drew his erstwhile enemy inside the lodge. "I 
have prayed for this many days, and, at last, God 
has brought it to pass. Let us give Him thanks now. 
for His wonderful goodness and mercy." 

"Yes," replied Nish-wish-tin, heartily. But as the 
two sank upon their knees a form, darkened the door- 
way. "I have heard the words of Nish-wish-tin," 
faltered the voice of Inkisa, the head-chief, "and the 
Gotl who can do such mighty works, and can change 
men as this, man has been changed, is the God Whom 
I want. Help me to find Him now, brothers," he 
added, as he knelt down beside them. And when 
the three rose at last to their feet, another convert 
had been added to the ranks of Jesus' followers. 

THE END, ri 
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I ' PART III. 

At the MeKenzies' cabin, the blizzard had been 
'foreseen, tho chores done, and the animals made secure 
if or a several days' siege before it broke. And as 
the day wore on and the tempest increased in power 
the good man and his faithful wife prayed earnestly 
that God would look down with pity upon all who 
might be exposed to tho fury of that awfnl storm. 
'Just as darkness began to fall Bruno, the St. Bern- 
ard, who had been sleeping quietly in front of tho 
fire, roused himself, sniffed the air and listened in- 
tently for a few moments, and then sprang up with 
a short bark, and ran to tho door, where he stood 
whining to be let out. 

"Doon, Bruno, lad! What ails the tyke?" cried 
his master in surprise. But his wife interrupted 
him with a quick gesture as she cried in excited 
tones: "Donald, dinua scolt the beastie, I beliove he 
tens, o.' someone lost i' the blizzard." 

Her husband looked at tho dog. intontly for a 
moment. VYe're richt. 'Tis the instinct of the St. 
Bernard blood. Go, lad, and the Lord gie ye to save 
who'er it is," and flinging open, the door, he stood 
aside for the animal to pass. 

^With one. . mighty, bound the splendid beast cleared 
th'e door and disappeared into the -blinding swirl. His 
master ...sqtie.cl ^c&r^efulijr ...the dir'eotign : '. .the, ■. dog- had. 



Victory in a Gambling Den. 

In a certain Western mining town there lived a Sal- 
vationist whose daughter was fair to look upon. One 
day a nice-spoken young man asked for the hand of 
this young lady, and as be seemed to be a good fellow, 
the father was not averse to the match. In due time, 
therefore, they were married and all appeared well. 
Six ^months had hardly elapsed, however, before the 
. Salvation Army Captain was startled one night to 
see a worn and anxious-looking woman come to f he 
Quarters and ask him to help her. 

"Oh! Captain, will you please go trptown and fetch 
George out of the gambling house ? I have just dis- 
covered that that is where he spends his evenings and 
loses all his wages. Go and see him, for pity's sake 
and tell him I want him." 

The Captain proceeded to the place with the poor 
wife, and while she waited at the door be made his 
way into the house. About six hundred men were sit- 
ting around playing faro and poker, and so intent 
were they on the game that his presence was not 
noticed. Over in a corner sat his man and making ■his 
way there, the Captain touched him on the shoulder. 
" What are yon doing here ?" he asked, " I want to sec 
you outside." 

. George was. surprised, but surmising what the Army 
Officer- waiitedMm for, -lie tried to-put him .off. 



"I'll be out in a minute or two," he replied. "No, 
come at once, there's somebody else wants to see you 
too," "Oh, tell Nellie I'll be down soon." "That 
•won't do— I've got lots of time, and so while you're get- 
ting ready to come I'll have a prayer-meeting." That 
settled George and he arose at once to accompany the 
Captain. At the door he met his wife. "Now hand 
over your wages to her," said the Captain. "I haven't 
much left," was the shamefaced reply," but here's five 
dollars." That morning he had drawn seventy-five 
dollars, and all the rest had gone in gambling. It 
transpired afterwards that Nellie had kept all this 
from her father and for mouths had lived on dry bread, 
and woudered why her husband had brought her home 
no money. When she.found out that he was a gambler 
it nearly broke her heart. We are glad to be able to 
report that George got converted shortly afterwards, 
and bo th he and his wife are now happy Salvationists, 

4 

Christmas again, the season of good will and good 
cheer! Good will to. men and. good cheer too fre- 
quently take the form of thoughtlessly putting tempta- 
tions to intoxication in the way of those humble 
workers who haYe done us some service. Merry 
Christmas will be all the happier and brighter, if. 
sobriety prevails. Let us : all dp ourpart to.lessen the-. 
tide oi'sin and sorrow which usually marks the Christ- 
mas drinking season. 
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COMPILED BY COMMISSIONER COOMBS. 



Inspired by the Army Mother. 

" While the light from Heaven is falling, 
Sins confessing, wfinls revealing; 
Wiiiie redeeming grace is flowing, 
Thou canst wash my sins away." 

The author of this deeply spiritual song 
which has been used by God in searching and 
trying the hearts of thousands, is Mrs. Booth- 
Heilberg. She says coneerningitscoinpositiou : 
"The idea of this song came to me when sitting 
in the corner of a cold third-class railway car- 
riage when journeying to London one rainy 
winter's night from Clacton-on-Sen, where I 
had been spending a few of the most precious 
hours of my life in nursing my sainted mother. 

"The influence of the sick-room was strong 
upon me and the thought became stamped on 
my heart, that when 1 should be in the posi- 
tion in which she lay, that nothing but a clean 
heart would stand the light of the great Judg- 
ment Day, and in that lonely compartment the 
idea shaped itself into language, first for my- 
self and then for others. 

"I never hear that song sung but my mind 
goes back to that journey and farther back 
still to that dear face lying upon that pillow 
of suffering." 

Commander Lucy Booth-Hellberg is also the 
composer of other very wonderful songs, 
among them being, "Dear Lord, I bring my all 
to Thee," composed on the eve oi her going to 
India to take charge of the work there; and 
also that marvellous song which has been 
used for God to the blessing and uplifting of 
thousands of dispirited and discouraged 
soldiers, "Keep on Believing." 

May she long be spared to write other won- 
derful songs, through -which thousands will be 
won for Christ. 

J* 

The Legend of the Raven. 

There is a long list of God's people who have 
been cheered both in life and ill the hour of 
death by this hymn, "Give to the "Winds Thy 
Fears." A very powerful story is told in con- 
nection with it. It is called the Legend of the 
Raven. I repeat is; as I read it : 

" In a village near Warsaw there lived a pious 
German peasant named Dobyr. "Without 
remedy, he had fallen into arrears of rent, and 
his landlord threatened to evict him. It was 
winter. Thrice he appealed for a respite, but 
in vain. It was evening, and the next day his 
family were to be turned out into the snow. 
Dobyr knelt down in the midst of his family. 
After prayer they sang: 

"Commit thou all thy griefs 
And ways into His hands." 

As they came to the last verse, in German, of 

Parti, 

""When Thou would'st all our need 

Supply, who shall stay Thy hand ?" 
There was a knock at the window close by 
where he knelt, and opening it, Dobyr was met 
by a raven, one which his grandfather had 
tamed and set at liberty. In its bill was a ring 
set with precious stones. This he took at once 
to his Minister, who said at once that it be- 
longed to the King Stanislaus, to whom he 
returned the ring and related his story. The 
King sent for Dobyr and besides rewarding him 
on the spot, built for him next year, a new 
house and stocked his cattle stalls from the 
royal domain. Over the house door on an iron 
tablet there is a carved raven -with a ring in its 
beak, and underneath, this address to Divine 
Providence : 

" Thou everywhere hast sway, 
And all things serve Thy might: 

Thv every act pure blessing is, 
Thy path, unsullied light." 



Defeating the Tempter. 

That well known Bong, "Thou Art Enough 
For Me," has brought help and consolation to 
thousands of troubled souls. It was, I under- 
stand, composed under very exceptional cir- 
cumstances. Commissioner Oliphant was dan- 
gerously ill with lung trouble. The Doctors 
had very little hope of his recovery. It seemed 
as if death had set its marl; upon him, and as 
he lay on his sick-bed awaiting the hour when 
his soul would be freed from his body, the 
Devil seized the opportunity to tempt him by 
suggesting how little he had done, and that his 
life had been practically barren and fruitless, 
and so used alibis arts to discourage him; but 
God, who is always near to tempted souls, and 
will not suffer them to be tempted above that 
they are able, came to his assistance and it was 
with the mind of a conqueror that he called for 
pencil and paper and between spasms of pain 
wrote: 

' I kneel beside Thy sacred Cross, 
And count fur Thee my life as dross ; 

Oh, satisfy my soul this hour 
With Thy dear love, my healing power!" 

Thou art enough for me ; 
Thou art enough for me ; 
O, precious, living, loving Lord- 
Yes, Thou art enough for me! 



How a Great Hymn Was Written. 

Around the hymn, "Jesu Lover of My Soul," 
are gathered many wonderful stories as to how 
it has helped souls in the hour and article of 
death. 

It is said to be the finest heart hymn in the 
English language and was written under most 
interesting circumstances. The story runs that 
Charles Wesley was sitting at his desk when a 
bird, pursued by a hawk, flew in the room. 
The baffled hawk had not power to follow. 
The incident stirred him to pity, and taking his 
pen he wrote this magnificent hymn. One of 
the latest incidents where this hymn has been 
sung for the comfort of God's Warriors when 
facing a terrible death is thus recorded in a 
newspaper account of the wreck of the 'Larcb- 
mont 1' 

"One of the thrilling scenes of the Larclunont 
disaster was that enacted by the band of forty- 
seven Salvation Army men and women, who 
went to their death with smiles on their faces 
and hymns of praise upon their tongues. 
When the two boats collided, men fought with 
women for their lives. The Salvationists took 
places on the deck and began their Army 
prayers. 

"Slowly and distinctly rose the hymn, gaining 
in strength as the moments fled : 
'Jesu, lover of my soul, 

Let me to Thy bosom fly ; 
While the nearer waters roll, 
While the tempest still is high.' 
"In the fitful half-light of the night the strug- 
gling passengers, stopping, saw the singers 
huddled together, kneeling upon the deck, in- 
voking the Almighty to hear their prayer, 
while others fought savagely for the boats, the 
little band, seemingly unmindful of themselves 
that their lives were at stake, that they had a 
chance to save themselves, if they would fight 
as others did, knelt and prayed. 

"The spell cast over the shipwrecked passen- 
gers, however, was but momentary. In a 
moment or two they were again fighting for 
their lives like demons. 

"Slowly the steamer settled. The minutes 
passed and the Salvationists still prayed and 
sang. The water was soon at their feet. At 
the touch of its icy fingers they felt the hand of 



death laid upon them. A few minutes and t U _■ 
\vat';r was to their knees. There was a wav- 
ering of the song of praise, but it was not 
stilled. Gradually one by one the members 
succumbed. Of the entire party there was only 
one of the Salvationists saved — a woman, 
whose body, coated with ice, was dragged 
from the surf off the lighthouse at Block Island. 
She wore the little blue skirt and the red ribbon 
of the Army. Upon the collar of her coat- was 
the insignia of her calling — the Cross." 

The General and the Song Tune, 

Major Baugh, an old Canadian Officer, is the 
author of several splendid Salvation songs, 
"Tis Jordan's River and we Must go Across' 
and 'Breathe Upon me Even me,' arc among 
the number. 

One of the most popular of his songs, how- 
ever, is that with the chorus : 

" Bless His name He set me free, 

Oh, the Blood the precious Blood ; 

I'm trusting in the cleansing flood. 

Bless His name He sets me free, 

All my sins are washed away, 

And in Jesus I am free." 
There is an interesting story in connection 
with this song. It was written early in the 
history of the Salvation Army. When it ap- 
peared in the War Cry with the tune attached 
to it — "Champagne Charlie is my Name," 
some friends wrote to the General, protesting 
against setting these words to such a tune. 
The General was impressed by the force of what 
the}' had to say, and inclined at the moment to 
agree that it might not be the best thing to use 
this special tunc. 

.Not long afterwards, however, this song was 
sung at a great meeting at which the Genera! 
presided. The soloist threw his whole soul 
intoit, and the congregation took up the chorus 
with vigour, and much blessing resulted. The 
General was moved as he heard the song being 
sung— which he then beard for the first time, 
and— turning to the Chief of the Staff, he asked 
what the tune was. The title was mentioned 
and he forthwith gave instructions that wc 
were at liberty to sing it, and the story runs, 
that from that time, the word went forth that 
all tunes could be utilised for the glory of God 
and the salvation of souls. 

How wonderfully God has helped the Army 
to snatch from Music Halls the popular tunes 
and use them for the salvation of souls. Music 
belongs to God. Discord belongs to the devil. 



The Mock Mayor's Song. 

'There's no one like Jesus can cheer ine to-dav, 
His love and His kindness, can ne'er fade away; 
In winter, in summer, in sunshine or rain, 
MySaviour's affections are always the same.* 

The author of the above was one of t he- 
worst drunkards in a town of Wales. In this 
town the ungodly crowd used to elect the 
worst drunkard among them as a mock Mayor 
of a part of the town called the Sandfields. The 
procession used to be formed and the individual 
elected, carried round the Sandfields on a piank. 

Ben, for that was his first name, was elected 
thrceyears in successioit/beingeligible because he 
was the worst drunkard in that neighbourhood. 

Soon after the Salvation Army came to his 
town a meeting was held in that district, and 
he was smitten by the Spirit of God, and got 
soundly converted. The officers visited him the 
next day. His house was a desolate" one, no 
chairs to sit upon. A box was brought Out 
for the officer's accommodation. 

This song was written after his conversion. 

He became a Soldier and Local Officer. 
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SHACK-STOVE STORIES. 

[Continued from Page 6.] 

Bight and expect to do the same to-night.' 

"The poor old man, professed to find Christ, seemed 
very much in earnest and really gave a very nice testi- 
mony ; so the Soldiers spoke kindly to him and I made 
arrangements to secure him a few nights' lodging. 

"Now, I know that some have their doubts about 
the genuineness of those who come to the mercy seat 
and are in need of temporal assistance; but the sub- 
sequent conduct of that old man has given me faith for 
all men; for he obtained work and stuck to it well, 
came to the meetings and gave his testimony with 
such sincerity that many used to stop and listen to the 
little old man in rough clothes and sin-marked fnce. 

"The kindly interest the Soldiers took in the old 
men. helped him wonderfully, and he became a Blood 
and Fire Salvationist. He has walked as many as nine 
miles to attend a meeting. 

"After a time I farewelled, but this Summer I had an 
opportunity of revisiting that town, and amongst the 
first to welcome me was my old friend, and when I saw 
him my heart was filled with praise for His trans- 
forming Grace." 

There were many ejaculations of Praise and Glory to 
God at the conclusion of this story, and then Adjutant 
White, with his customary deliberation, intimated 
that he had something to say. This is what he said : 

C onvin cing th e D. D. 

"It is astonishing what an amount of good is ac- 
complished by the Army in our small Canadian towns. 
Although the fact remains that some people think the 

Army is only needed in 
the large centres of pop- 
ulation. 

"Iwas conversing with 
a gentleman, one day, 
about the Army work, 
and this dear man evi- 
dently was not in the 
best of moods and 
thought that while the 
Army was doing good 
work in the large cities, 
it was about time they 
moved their big drum 
and flag from the small 
towns, where the people 
were so well looked after 




" Hardly had I finished the chorus, when to my great 
surprise, there came from the cell opposite, the sound 
of a great 'Anient' and the rustle of someone falling 
from a bench and scrambling to his feet again, with 
such exclamations as — ' Is He coming ? Is He coming ? 
Oh, God help!' 

"Who is coming?" I asked, and quickly came the 
reply, 'It is Jesus!' 

"The unwonted sound ofSalvation singing in the 
cell had had an alarming effect upon a poor drunken 
backslider. He was immensely relieved when he found 
it was only the Army Officer who had often dealt with 
him about his soul, and he was greatly impressed and 
promised he would go to the Salvation Army the first 
Sunday he was out. 

"At this juncture the authorities came to release me 
and to interrupt the .most interesting twenty minutes 
of my life. I accepted with pleasure an apology from 
the Mayor, who said a. great mistake had been made 
and that it was never intended to lock anyone up for 
this offence without a clear understanding. 

"The following day was Sunday. The large room 
of the Quarters was packed with people and amongst 
them the man who had cried out in the cell. He came 
to the penitent form and four others with him. 

"This marked the beginning of a great change in the 
Army in that little town, for Headquarters very gen- 
erously came to our help and purchased a Barracks, 
and inside ot three mouths we were down to business 
in a fine building of our own and God was glorified." 

The cheers that greeted this recital were suddenly 
punctuated with the strains of " While Shepherds 
Watched their Flocks by Night." 

It was the Local Songster Brigade singingChristmas 
carols, and the Shack-Stove story telling gave place 
to the dear old Christmas songs. 



Adjutant White. 



by the pfistors of the different Churches. 

" I told him that I thought there was a work for the 
Army even in the small places and that it was being 
dome with considerable success. 

"He said he had his doubts, but I remarked that his 
doubts possibly resulted from his not being familiar 
■with what ■was being done. I then asked him if be 
knew the Secretary of the Local Y. M. C. A. 

"He said he did. That he was a particular friend 
«f his. 

"I then asked if he knew where he had got converted. 
He replied that he did not but that he knew he was a 
converted Catholic and that he came from L . 

" 'That is a town of 1,500 people,' I said. 

"'Yes,' he replied. . 

" ' Well,' I said, ' that man told me last night that he 
got converted in that little town in a Salvation Army 
meeting of twenty-five persons. That is one case.' And 
then I. told him how I, myself, was led to God by the 
Army at Edmonton, with its 700 inhabitants. 

"I think my learned friend— for he was a D. D. — was 
convinced that the Army had a work to do and did it 
even in the small towns." 

"And yet some people have a most unreasonable ob- 
jection to our methods," remarked Lieutenant Boyd. 
"If the company desires it, I. could tell a little incident 
on that head which always gives me pleasure to 
reflect upon." 

Twenty Minute* in Jail. 

*'I was stationed alone in a little Ontario town, 
■where we had no barracks; we held meetings in the 
streets and the open air. "The Town Council passed 
a by-laWprohibitingmeetiiigs at a certain corner where 
■we were accustomed to have ours. 

"I thought the. wishes of the council would be met if 
I held my meeting elsewhere, but in a few moments 
after starting a policeman appeared and ordered us to 
move on. I declined to go, so Iwas promptly ar- 
rested. I had given the policeman the job oi carry- 
ing the big drum. , The sight of the policeman carrying 
the dram and holding on to the Lieutenant caused 
a great stir. >-■■ -■'-.■■: ■■.■,;'■/; 

"I was placed- in a small cell, and accompanying by- 
Self on my guitar,: sang 'Salvation is the Best Thing 
la This World.' 



The Royal North West Mounted 
Police. 

[Continued from Page 9.] 

The half-breed brought his carbine to his shoulder and 
covered the Indian, but Colbrook ordered him to de- 
sist: their duty was to arrest the Indian, not to 
kill him. 

He thereupon, without so much as undoing the hol- 
ster of his revolver, deliberately rode forward right 
upon the muzzle of the Cree's rifle. No mounted Police- 
man had ever yet desisted from the execution of his 
duty at the bidding of an armed Indian or any other 
mail, and Colbrook did not intend to break that 
splendid tradition of the force. 

Almighty Voice again warned his pursuer, but with- 
out effect, and Sergeant Colbrook, not taking any 
notice of the warning, was shot through the heart. 
Information was at once given to the Mounted Police 
and steps were taken to discover Almighty Voice, 
After many months, in which the police spared no 
efforts or money, they came upon the Indian in a bluff 
near Duck Lake. TheCree had then two other outlaws 
with him. The bluff was surrounded, field guns were 
sent up from Regina, and all the necessary precautions 
were taken to prevent the escape of the fugitive; but it 
was not before two of the constables and a civilian 
from Prince. Albert had been killed and the bluff shelled, 
that Almighty Voice met his fate, being killed by a 
splinter from one of the shells. 

Another instance of bravery is that of a Corporal 
who, while on patrol, called at the ranch of a settler. 
He noticed a tremendous prairie fire in the distance, 
coining along at race-horse speed. On the rancher in- 
forming him that there was a settler with a wife and 
family often children in danger, he galloped ofFin that 
direction, although he had been informed that it would 
be impossible to reach them in time. 

On arriving there, he made what is known as a " back- 
fire "and proceeded to get the family to a nearby slough; 
but before he could so, the awful flames jumped the 
back-fire, and rushed down on them with hurricane 
force. The fire was fought dauntlessly for some time, 
with the help of the older members of the family; but, 
seeing that it was of no avail, he shouted to them to 
gather around him. He took them through the thin- 
nest part of the flames, having picked np the youngest 
children ; and after a desperate fight, reached a -place of 
safety a little further away. In the course of this brave 
act, his own coat was burned off his back, his hands 
were blistered, and he was almost suffocated. 

In 1904, Constable Pedley, who was stationed at 
Fort Chippewayan, was detailed to escort an unfor- 
tunate lunatic from, that place to Fort Saskatchewan. 
After travelling five days through, slush and water up 
to their knees they arrived at Port Mackay. Owing to 
the extreme cold— for it was in December— the insane 



man's feet were frost-bitten. The constable did all he 
could to relieve him and purchased some large mocca- 
sins to allow more wrappings for his feet. 

After twenty-one day's travelling, they a rrived at 
Fort Saskatchewan, when the lunatic was transferred 
to the Guard Room. The unfortunate man's life, 
thanks to the care and attention of this brave police- 
man, was not only saved, hut he fully recovered. 

As a result of hardships and his devotion to duty, the 
constable, who is now stationed at Regina Depot, him- 
self went violently insane. After spending six months 
in the asylum, however, he recovered and returned to 
duty once more. He was granted three months' leave 
and, in spite of all, he re-engaged for a further term of 
five years. 

As a last instance of bravery and devotion to duty 
one records with pleasure that of a young constable of 
good family, who was selected to carry despatches to 
distant posts. A stinging blizzard set in soon after he 
started, and days slid into weeks with no tidings of 
him. The following Spring a patrol, entering a 
secluded coulee, found the storm-worn uniform of the 
force still clothing the bones of the lost courier. On his 
orders, which were found in the pocket of the uniform, 
were scrawled a few brief sentences. "Lost. Horse 
dead. Am trying to push ahead. Have done my best." 
Truly, as the historian remarks, a pathetic vindication 
of the sense of honour and sense of duty of a gallant 
member of the remarkable force of Soldier-police. 

But it is not only in the larger and more important 
duties that these brave men shine, but in " The daily 
r >und, the common task" as well. Many a thankless 
duty is performed cheerfully. They are in constant 
touch with the Provincial Government, to whom they 
render valuable assistance in relieving needy cases of 
distress. 

When it is considered what varied and important 
duties the North- West Mounted Police are called upon 
to perform, it is not surprising that very few out of the 
many applications for enlistment are considered, 
Great care is taken in the selection of men, only the best 
get through even the preliminary examination, as there 
is no lack of applicants at any time. Two months' 
probation has to be gone through, and this is made. as 
hard as possible for the recruit, so that he can show 
what his capabilities are. 

During the last winter, when the weather was very 
severe, the Mounted Police did good work in hunting 
up cases for relief, and providing lonely and isolated 
settlers with food and clothing where it was necessary. 

Commissioner Perry, the present head of the force, 
has seen many years' serviee, and his bravery and dash 
during the Riel Rebellion earned for him the well- 
merited approval of the military authorities. He is a 
staunch friend of the Salvation Army, and has given it 
every facility to hold services with the prisoners in the 
Guard Room at the Depot Division. 



THE PRAYING LEAGUE. 



Conducted by Mrs. 



N. B. Johnston, Prayer League 
Secretary. 

Special Topic : Pray for the sick, sorrowful, poor and 
lonely this Christmastide. 

■*■ 'fc 

Sunday, Dec. 22nd.— Enlightenment. Psalms crx. 2-172. 
Monday, Dec. 23rd. The Divine Keeper, Psalms 

exxi. 1-9; exxii. 1-9; exxii. 1-2. 
Tuesday, Dec Q4th. Encircled. Psalms' exxiv. 1-8; 

exxv. 1-5; exxvi. 1-6. 
Wednesday, Dec. 25th. Don't Build Alone. Psalms 

exxiv. 1-5; exxviii. L-3; exxx, 1-8; exxxi. 1-3. 
Thursday, Dec. 26th. Sing As You Go. Psalms exxxv. 

1-6: exxxvih. 1-8. 
Friday, Dec. 27th. Searcher of Hearts. Psalms 

exxvix. 1-24,. 
Saturday, Dec. 28th. Not Dark! Psalms cxlii. 1-8; 

cxliii. 1-12. 



Christmas Thoughts of Home. 

At Christmastide, more than any other season of the 
year, our thoughts turn toward the the spot which 
enshrines for us the endearing associations of "home." 
It brings together members Of families who for the 
year never see each other, but who hail with delight 
the Christmas summons "home." 

It asserts itself to men, who at all other seasons, are 
engrossed in selfish pursuits ; they are compelled then, 
if at no other time, to think once more of the "old 
home," and seldom indeed, it is with feelings other 
than of pleasure. 
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TALE FROM AUSTRALIA 
le-Biossom and the Broom. 



.1v Mits. Major Carpenter, Bditress of "The Victory." 




r 



ETITUB, old boy, lot's buvy tlic hatchet 
ui.nl let by-gones be by-gones! You'll 
never go ami leave mo like this — we've 
boon more than brothers! I acknowledge. 
I was a fool— a perfect ass, but look 
over it. like ti good fellow." 
The speaker, a bronzed Australian shearer, looked 
nppeuliugly into (he averted luce of his companion, but 
there was no relaxing of the hard lines there, nor move- 
ment oil the lips, iiml in silence the two men walked on. 
At length the gale leading to "Gundowda" station was 
reached, and the speaker eame to a full stop. His face 
was run aided and as ho laid his hand on the draw- 
luteh defniningly for a moment, ho turned and Said in 
a deep, lioar.se voiec: 

" Vou will go 1 .' Then good-bye, Arthur." He held 
out a great, brown hand, which trembled as he did so. 

Arthur Dawson parsed through the heavy gates, and 
givina - his swag an upward jerk, bo walked down the 
dusty road, apparently unconscious of the farewell 
remark or sad figure of his erstwhile bosom friend. Ho 
did not deign to look back, but when out of earshot of 
the gate, mumbled : 

"Forgive him' Never! It's cost me. my Salvation, 
and that's a pretty big price." 

"But Charlie's got a kind heart, and he didn't 
mean to," began a small voice within, but conscience 
was speedily silenced. 

Was it all a dream? Dawson looked around upon 
the, broad acres of sheep pasture and plodded on. It 
was September, but the sun was already making his 
presence felt and the traveller was thankful to enter a 
stretch of uncleared country. The golden glory of the 
wattle had passed for the year, and only a, few of 
the velvety balls remained in the tops of the trees, 
but the purple satsaparilla and bride-like clematis vines 
displayed their lovely tresses of purple and white, from 
the trunks even to the leaves of many trees round which 
they bad thrown their clinging tendrils. Tiny star 
flowers, looked sunwards, modest blue bells nodded their 
heads and bent in the breeze, sweet wild violets looked 
out from the shelter of a great log — the bush was full 
of spring glory even, to the eucalyptus trees which 
sported their new growth of delicate pink or deepest 
crimson" leaves in the sunlight. But Dawson saw noth- 
ing, and heard nothing until a flock of yellow-topped 
cockatoos, which flew screeching overhead, attracted his 
attention. 

' ' It would be better to be one of those things, livs 
your life and die, or be shot and done with, than to 
have a soul and feel such wretchedness," ho mused. 

But -what was the cause of this wretchedness? Why 
was this man turning his back in bitterness upon his 
dearest friend 9 

Some months pro\ iously, Arthur Dawson and Charlie 
Dicks, left the back-blocks to spend their hard-earned 
cheques in the metropolis. Everything had to bo seen, 
consequently The Salvation Army caino in for a share 
of attcntiou. Charlie enjoyed the heartiness of the 
meetings, biit when Arthur got "struak on religion" 
and actually wont to the penitent form and professed 
conversion, his pleasnro changed to chagrin. 

"Arthur, what in the world did yon join them 
for? You're right enough!" 

"I felt my need of salvation, Charlie." 
"Ah! Well, old boy, our spell's up in a fortnight, 
and I'll bet anything you like to mention you'll give up 
the fa'd when we get in with the gang at 'the sheds.' " 
At the termination of their holiday, the two shearers 
turned their faces toward the great roiling plains of the 
interior. Arthur was armed with a supply of Army 
literature and wearing a new, bright guernsey. 

Charlie w r as surprised at the splendid stand Arthur 
took amongst the rough, godless shearers. He secretly 
admired the new Power that had come into his friend's 
life, but Arthur was not one "with him as of yore, so 
ho determined to join in with the others in their at- 
tempts to make him "break it." 

A plot was hatched, and one night, a burlesque on. 
everything pure, and holy was performed before Arthur's 
eyes, and the loved guernsey torn from his back and 
•ripped' to shreds. - . ■ . 

At this' insult — not to himself, but to the principles 
he held 5,0 dear— Arthur sprang, upon his mates in. what 



en pri 



ho considered was righteous indignation. Ou and on 
they urged him until he cursed his tormentors, and 
when exultantly they stopped their sport and throw at 
him the taunt: "Oh! it's all up now! Nice Salvo, vou, 
to swear!" He did not go out and weep bitterly'a'nd 
confess his sin. Y.'oun. 
heels of his wt'idli. a: 
dtiy he set oil' u, site 
»'<»>; distant part of 
location. 

When Charlie saw the effect of his foolishness, his 
remorse was deep and sincere. Ho had hoped to 
esi range his friend from ,'J'esns, so that he might be 
first iu his friendship ami consideration, but he had 
quickly proved the hardness of the transgressor's way 
ayd that God is' a jealous God. 
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CI-lArTETt TI. 

It was Christinas Eve! The Corps had been doing 
its best to attract the Christmas crowds, and the meet- 
ing being over, the two girl Officers sought their 
quarters. 

One of them didn't feel in harmony with the glare 
and glitter of the street decorations and the hum of 
merry voices. She was tired and an unmistakable feel- 
ing of homesickness had seized her heart. 

She hail just taken charge of the Corps and found 
tilings "any how," -not from an outside standpoint, 
for the large seaport was booming, bnt the Soldiers— 
and the roll was lengthy — "did not want girls," and 
tool; no trouble to hide their opposition. 

Home was a long way off, over some thousands of 
miles of tossing sea, bnt it was seldom she felt de- 
pressed. This night, however, kneeling beside her bed, 
she indulged in a secret tittle cry and then began to 
have commnniou with God before'sho retired to'' rest. 

As she knelt she listened to a still small voice within 
which seemed to say: 

"To-morrow is Jesus' birthday. He left His Father 
and His beautiful home, to save a poor sinner like yon. 
He was lonely, and tired, and forsaken, but He never 
once murmured or said He wanted to go home — even 
for an hour. Yoa have tho honour of fellowship with 
His sufferings, are yon going to fret, or will you — ns 
did — do the work God has given yon to do?" 



He 



The soothing hand of the Lord, laid on the girl 
Captain's head and heart, soon revivod the warrior 
spirit, and she answered: 

"Yes. Lord, I will! Help me to be good, and true, 
and bright. 

"Dear Lord, T feel Thee drawing near, 
With Thee no tempest will I fear; 
Through Thee I'm sure to triumph here, 
Thou art my All in All." 

When she awoke ou Christmas mom the room was 
flooded with golden sunshine, and her soul with the joy 
of union with God. 

"Good nlorning, Comrades! A happy Christmas to 
you all! What a good way it is to begin the day with 
Kneedrill. " Besides n number of Soldiers, a few un- 
saved ones had found their way to the Barracks for 
Christmas Kneedrill, one being a quiet, sad-faced man, 
who carried' his arm in a sling. Some weeks previously 
he had eonio to Fremantle, from "the fields," to 
receive medical attention, and Tho Army seemed to be 
a magnet whoso power he could not resist. He attended 
every meeting (except tliOs Soldiers'), both outdoor and 
in, but was' very retieient and no one seemed able to 
find a way through his reserve. 

"The Lord has given yon a bad hand and sent you 
hero to be saved," he was told, at wduch remark he 
smiled sadly, and shaking liis head replied: 

"I couldn't keep saved, I tried once and failed." 

But on this sunny Christmas morn, ho knelt at the 
feet of Christ, not' bringing gold or sweet perfumes, 
bnt a broken and contrite heart, and the Angels took 
to heaven tho song, "Glory to God in the Highest and 
hh earth peace and good will toward men." The Barracks 
was filled with true Christmas cheer, and "Arthur Daw- 
son" was registered as a convert upon tho Corps' 
books. 

For several days his tongtie : seemed tied, but at last, 
he rose in a meeting and told the story of his bitter 
failure and wandering from Jesus, > fiuishing with: 
' ' Comrades, the Lord has taken the roots of bitterness 
out of my heart. I've written to niy old mate, telling 
him I have made it right with the Lord, and asking 
for his forgiveness. Now I'm just longing for tho mail 
to bring me his answer." 

Arthur Dawson's testimony moved many cold hearts, 
and "a better spirit" began to prevail. Before the 
New' Year hart swung loose, the Captain had cause for 
great praiso to God, for the platform was full and 
the penitent form and the work of the Lord prospered 
thenceforth. 
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CHAPTER 1. 
Ths Wife of 21 Drunkard. 
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w peacs- 
>>> iir,r;"iti:l alcmg 
in- sidewalks 
icare Li 1 pull 1 licir 
liir caps we'l nvi:i' then" 
i-.iil liini their coat collars up high, 
fur the wind swept rouucTthe corners of 
L i:e finises wii.li piorcii'sir chilliness and 
whirled Lhe snow in their faces with 
1)1 ai(lini> force. 

On this particular night a poor, wan- 
looking woman with scarcely enough 
rags mi her body to prevent her from 
freezing, and with a frightened, hunted 
in her eves, crept along under the 
>w of the houses. Ic was Susie 
the drunkard's wife. 



fc* 



had; 
shad 
Radeliffe 

Shivering at every step, she made her 
way to the door of a saloon whence 
issued peals of noisy laughter. It was 
brleht and warm and eonifortableiii this 
whiskey palace niul there was merry com- 
pany. The poor creature crouched in 
the doorway and strove ro peep through the frosted 
glass at the gay scene within. 

just then the door swung open and a tall, broad- 
shouldered man, with a swarthy countenance which 
bore on it plainly the marks of dissipation, came stag- 
gering out. 

"Hello! what's this?" lie remarked, as lie almost 
stumbled over the figure crouching there. 

"Tom," said the woman, putting her hand on his 
arm, "won't you come home now? the children are 
crying for bread and they are near perished with the 
cold and my heart breaks to sec them like that and lie 
unable to do anything for them. Won't you come 
home and look after us ?'' 

The half-dazed man looked at the woman he had 
sworn to cherish and protect, and as he saw how 
thinly clad she was and noted the agonised pleading 
appeal on her face, a feeling of remorse swept over 
his soul. 

"Susie," he said, "I would to God I could do some- 
thing for yon but I haven't got a red cent left, and I've 
only- come out of here because they wouldn't treat me 
10 more whiskey. I can do nothing girl — take the 
baby and, go home to your mother and I'll see if I can 
get some food for the other young-tins to-morrow." 

Then he turned and went hack into the saloon. 

"Say, boss," he called out to the man behind the 
bar, "gimme ten cents, my wife and children are starv- 
ing and I want to. get them a loaf of bread." 

"Oli, we've lieard that yarn before," sneered the bar- 
tender, Get out of here, this ain't no place for hobos 
iike you." 

All the fierceness of Tom's undisciplined nature rose 
to the surface and clenching his fist lie shook it in the 
man's face and cursed him bitterly. Then he strode 
out into the storm and went home with his wife. On 
arriving at the wretched tumble-down shack which he 
had managed to secure at a cheap rent, Tom made his 
wile take the youngest child and go off to her mother's 
house. They would be sheltered there awhile he knew. 

After Ids wife had gone Tom Rat for a long time in 
the bare room and Iqoked at the slumbering forms of 
his little children, who were lying huddled on the floor, 
only covered with a dirty old quilt. That night the 
man in him awoke. 
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"Oh, inavinna, its Cousin Inal" she exclaimed, clap- 
ping her hands in childish glee. 

"I came right in without knocking. Auntie," said a 
sweet, girlish voice, as the door opened and Captain 
Ina Forbes entered the room. 

"Von are always welcome, dear," replied Mrs Robins 
with a sweet smile, "sec how glad, the children are to 
see yon again. Row sit down in your favourite chair 
lor awhile and tell me how yon are getting on in 
your work." 

"I have been visiting poor families to-day, to see if 
they need a Christinas dinner from the Army, and Oh, 
what wretched homes I have seen." 

"I have been into ona of the very worst places in this 
city," said Ina. "I never thought there were such 
awful places in existence except, perhaps, in London or 
Chicago; but to find them in this fair Canada of ours 
has indeed surprised me." 

" How did you come to venture in such haunts, Ina?" 
asked her aunt. 

"Well, a man named Radeliffe spoke to the Brigadier 
on the street recently, and asked if the Army would 
send a dinner down to his home on Christmas day, as 
he had seen the Cadets standing on the streets collect- 
ing for that purpose. So on the list of names I re- 
ceived from the Provincial office was a Mr. Radeliffe, 
of No. 4 Birchbark Court. Of course, you know, I have 
to go and see if the applicants are genuine cases and 
really need- relief, and so this morning 1 found out 
where this man lived and went to see him, I entered 
the court through a narrow alley and found myself in 
a little square place around which were some of the 



worst tumble-down old shacks i 
ever seen. i"pon knocking at the 
the one on which a figure -t- was sera 
in chalk, T was confronted by a big 
Me was all grimy with coal dust:! 
his arms lie held a poor child that 
hnd a little shin on and was c 
liecause of the cold. Me invited . 
enter his poor hovel and tried to 
pohu — poor iii-iii— but he had on; 
old broke I] chair to offer me Lo sit 
011 and there wasn't a bit uffiirnii; 
the house besides. The lloor was 
tute of carpet, the wails were ipihe 
a piece of paper was stuck ov,_- 
window to keep the wind from .->- 
through the broken panes and lu 
not even a stove in the place, 
other children were lying" in one c 
trying to keep warm by cuddlim 
gethcr and covering themselves v 
ragged old rjuilt. 

"Oh, poor little things'." c.-utl; 
Airs, Robins as she looked at her 
happy children, "Ina, I must send 
.some warm clothing at once and 
Oh, this is dreadful !" 
'' I knew you would do something, Auntie, "sab 
" but it just seems a drop in the bucket to me, for there 
are such a lot of other poor people in my district and it 
would take a fortune to help them all." 

"Have faith in God, Ina, and do just the best vc" a 
can," cheerily responded the lady as she bustled oil' u> 
get a big basket of good things ready for the little ones 
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whose euu.se the Captain had pleaded, 



CHAPTER II. 
A Visit of Mercy. 

lit the pretty little parlour of a comfortable bouse 
si-tuated in the residential part of the city, sat Mrs. 
Robins and her two small children. A bright fire 
burned in the stove, throwing its warm glow to every 
part of the room, and on the rich rug spread out before 
it the little boy and girl were playing with a box 
of toy bricks. The lady was busily plying her needle 
on some delicate embroidery work, glancing up every 
now and again to watch the children at their play. 

Suddenly little Gertie jumped up. and ran to the 
window. ,Her quick ear had detected the crunch, 
crunch of the snow as someone caine walking tip the 
path leading to the front door. ;£toi „ : .,,„ 




Thr, House: tin. Uh\db Tom - Radeliffe »n3 His 
Family, Lives this Christmas, „ j± 



CHAPTER III. 
Christmas in Birchbark Court, 

It would be a long story to relate how little by little 
Tom Radeliffe got together a home again. Suffice it to 
say that a new life commenced for htm from the day he 
made up his mind to seek aid of the Salvation Army. 
Through the visits of the brave little Captain, lie was 
cheered and encouraged in his efforts to reform and it 
was not long before he knelt at. the Army penitent-form, 
and gave his heart to God. All desire for drink now 
left 'him, ami obtaining steady work, he was soon able 
to purchase a stove and some furniture. He then in- 
vited his wife to come back to him and, overjoyed at 
the great change that had taken place in her husband, 
she gladly consented. 

Christmas day dawned bright and clear and as Mrs. 
Radeliffe watched her lamily gather around the cheery 
wood-fire in the morning and examine their presents 
with noisy delight, she felt that the Birthday of the 
Son of Man meant a great deal to the world after ail. 

"Oh, muvver, look! Santy Clans brought me this 
swell sleigh. Ain't it fine ?" shouted the eldest bov. 
and the tootle-tootle of a tin trumpet and the bang of 
the cheap toy drum seemed to answer, "Fine, fine !" 
and it was indeed to the glad mother's ears the finest 
music she had heard for a long time, for it signified 
to her the return of that affection promised tit the 
marriage altar. 

In one corner of the little room lay a basket from 
which protruded fowls' legs, and a peep inside would, 
have revealed sundry packages and some beef and 
potatoes. It was the Christinas dinner which had 
been sent by the Salvation Army the night before. 

Tom went to the meeting at the Hall that Christinas 
morning, while his wife stayed at home to prepare the 
dinner. They had an abundance of everything now 
■forTom was a good workman, when sober, and earned 
plenty of money. 

"Well, Susie," he said upon returning home from the 
meeting, "what a lot we have to thank God for this 
Christmas day, haven't we ?" 

"We have indeed, Tom," replied his wife, who was 
busily engaged in placing a dish of steaming potatoes 
on the already loaded table. 

"The Captain was saying something this morning 
about not being selfish at this season," went 011 TotUo 
":she said we ought especially to remember others and 
try to make theiii' happy, because this is the Birthday 
of Hire who 'gave His life' for others, and it struck mfi 
Susie, that "perhaps we're a bit selfish in keeping; thag 
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KCR more itis our privilege to be able to ex- 
tend our Christmas greetings to the half- 
million, people who will probably read 
our Christmas number. And it is with 
hearts running over with good wishes 
and seasonable salutations that we greet you all. 
These lines are penned in the Editorial Department at Toronto — we 
know not where they will be read. We received a letter not long ago 
from a dear friend who lives away up in the wilds of Alaska, and 
who with the help of a dog-team has to travel many miles through the snow to 
get the War Cry, which he regularly does and feels well repaid for his trouble, 
God bless him — and nil like him ; and may all our readers from the Northernmost 
latitude to the most Southerly point on the line, and from the Atlantic Seaboard 
to the Pacific Coast have the most blessed and the happiest Christirmstide they 
have ever experienced. God bless you all, dear readers, and here's to a Holy, 
happy Christmas, whether you are Canadian born, or British bred; whether you 
will be rejoicing' in family re-union or enduring separation, here's to you, and 
whatever be your eireinnstauc.es, may He who was ouee the Babe of Bethlehem 
dwelt richly in your hearts this day. 





We shall wait with a degree of pleasurable apprehension for the verdict of 
our readers on our Christinas number. Those who ought to know have been 
Itind enough to say that it is "the best yet." We hope so, for that is as it ought 
to be. Anyway, we hope that all our readers, even if it be Springtime before your 
letter reaches us, will let us know how you like it, how we can further improve. 
Hat we fancy that the Editor is not the only one who is anxiously awaiting the 
verdict ol our War Cry readers. In connection with that admirable collection of 
Shack-Stove Stories, there arc ten of our dear Comrades who want to know who 
is going to get that ten dollar bill. And it is "up to you" kind friends to tell 
them. I hope you understand that each reader must send a post card to the 
Editor saying whose story it is you like best. If there is one which specially ap- 
peals to you, send your whole ten votes for that, and ii'you have equal liking for 
two stories, 7011 can send five to each. Do you understand? Then the Officer 
whose story polls the most votes will get the award. Now do not fail to write 
immediately you have read that series and let us know which you like best. It 
will be somewhat difficult, we know as all are so good. We are very glad that 
the task of adjudicating falls upon the shoulders of the readers and not the Editor. 




Our readers will observe that the supplements are this year, for convenience, 
fastened into the Cry. These can very easily be cut out for framing purposes, if 
So desired. We hope the subjects of the presentation supplements will give 
pleasure to our readers, and tire 'quite confident that the Snow Scene by Night 
will give a very charming impression of Canada when she has on her Winter garb. 
In fact, there are many aspects of this Christmas number that will render it Tery 
acceptable and interesting to friends across the seas, as well as friends in Canada. 
Be sure to purchase a, few, you can send your dear ones no more seasonable or 
suitable present. When wrapping it for the post be sure to roll and not fold the 
Cry. By so doing those creases that are so unsightly and which make it so in- 
convenient for the reader, are avoided. If any of our distant readers have not 
yet renewed their subscriptions we would advise them that this is a very good 
time to do so as vvc contemplate introducing some new features in the coming 
year, winch our readers will find of great interest. 




In the Pictorial Section is a photographic reproduction of one of our Officers 
who is collecing for Christmas dinners for the poor. We should like our readers 
to turn from that picture to the story entitled "Christmas in Birehbark Court." 
The remarkable change in a family's circumstances is directly attributable to a 
Salvationist who was collecting on the streets. We should like our readers to 
peruse that story for we feel sure it will increase their generosity when requested 
to "keep the pot boiling." By the way, throughout the Dominion and Newfound- 
land, the Salvation Army Corps will give 20,000 meals to those who, by stress of 
weather and other Winter circumstances, will welcome a substantial meal. 
There will also be other acceptable gifts in the shape of warm garments as 
well. Should any of our readers feci that they would like to share the 
good things that God has given them, with their needy brcthern, 
the Salvation Army can provide them with plenty of clients. 
Throughout the world the Salvation Army will provide gifts of food 
and clothing for nearly a million and. a half of the poorest of God's 
creatures. 

That a terrible needfor benefactions of this kind exists 
is only too well known to our Officers who labour 
amongst the poor. It may not "be generally known to 
@«r Canadian readers, however, that every night 



throughout the year no fewer than ten thousand men, 
women and children have no where to lay their heads in 
the great Imperial city of London. In wintry sleet and 
wind and rain they tramp the streets or find shelter like 
vermin, in all sorts of out-of-the-way places. That there 
would be thousands more if it were not for the Salvation Army, is 
evidenced by the fact, that every night in Loudon, the Army shelters 
some five tnousand homeless men and women who would otherwise 
be homeless by night. It will do our readers good to know that 
everv- night, beneath the hospitable roof trees of die Salvation Army's Honiesand 
Institutions, no fewer than twenty thousand men, women, and children a rehoused 
and brought under the influence of Salvation. 




Our two-page picture is a striking drawing of a painful scene that takes place 
every night, during the Winter months, along that magnificent London thorough- 
fare, known as the Victoria Embankment. In front of that gaunt hungry Crowd 
the palatial piles of Somerset House, the Savoy Hotel and the Hotel Cecil rVar 
their lofty frontages. Surely an up-to-date expression of the Rich Mnri and 
Lazarus. A London journalist thus describes the scene which the artist depicts 
so well. We are sure at this festive season it will be good for our readers fii Can- 
ada to know what the Army is doing for the poorest of the poor at the heart 
of the Empire. 

"Under Waterloo bridge, and stretching beyond against the Embankment 
wall, is ranged the army of outcasts who come here every Winter night to be fed 
—to sup ere they have dined. Farther west, at Charing Cross, is another detach- 
ment of the same army, and between them the draggled outcasts among worhan- 
kiud keep a separate station. In the roadway, a covered cart, froin which men 
wearing the caps of the Salvation Army are lifting huge cans of soup. Piles of 
enamelled tin bowls and little heaps of loaves, already sliced, lie waiting, on the 
pavement. Three deep the array of outcasts waits. Late recruits shamble across 
the roadway from time to time to join the ranks. They are coming to keep Hun- 
ger's Tryst. A few policemen, with almost the wide pavement to themselves— for 
the outcasts keep close to the wall — walk up and down the line, marshalling them 
in their places. The outcasts wait meekly, and stand in silence. They shiver as 
they stand, for to the murk and drizzle of a comfortless night is added the chill 
damp of the riverside. 

"The bread is distributed, and the outcasts greedily munch their drunks. The 
bread of charity must he hard. To be fed by one's fellow-creatures, to be brought 
down to the very bed-rock of human need, and to stand meekly while bare sus- 
tenance is given in barest pity — that must be humiliating. 

"The soup is served out, it is drunk at a draught, and then the line breaks np. 
Each man deposits his empty bowl in the pile, and then moves away. The rattle 
of the bowls ceases, a police-sergeant comes along to say ' All right 'to his then, 
the constables disperse to their regular beats, the Salvation Army Captain drives 
off in his gig, and the Embankment is quiet again. The army of outcasts has 
melted away, to walk the night or crouch in the shadow of walls." 

Again, clear readers all, a Holy Christinas and a Happy New Year. 




Christmas in Birehbark Coort, 



[Continued from Page 29.] 
Army basket when so many more need it worse than we do." 

"That poor old couple next door are hungry to-day, Tom," said Susie, 
"couldn't wc- send the basket into them ?" 

"We'll send them in some of our good dinner and the basket as well," said 
Tom. 'Freely ye have received, freely give,' was what the Captain read in her 
lesson this morning, so here goes to bless somebody else.' " 

Next door lived a poor old couple, over eighty years of age, who would 
have had nothing but a dry crust that Christmas day but for Tom's generosity. 
So Christmas in Birehbark Court was brightened that year by a touch of 
Christ love which had come to the heart of the one-time besotted drunkard, 
and little Captain Ina rejoiced to know that she had won a bright jewel 



for the Master. 




Tom has moved from Birehbark Court now and lives in a nice 
it tie house on one of the best streets. He points with pride to 
the pictures that adorn the walls and the organ that 
stands in the parlour and the ornaments that beautify 
the sideboard, and thanks God and the Salvation Army 
Army for helping him out of the ■ mire.—SwhiiSy ■ A 
Church, Captain. 
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1SER Y calleth to Mercv as she called in die olden days, 
When the Scribes and the Pharisees haled her into the Master's 

gaze ; 
When thev placed the adulterous woman, writhing with 
shame and pain, 
Unveiled, in the holy Temple — in the midst of a mob profane. 
But they paid no heed to her sulT'rings, those men of unfeeling breed, 
Who could harass the heart of a woman to buttress their tottering creed. 
The people had been to Jesus, who had healed them and given them ease, 
So thev had no mind for a worship— all talk and phylacteries. 
Still the Scribes and the Pharisees flourish, and the Christian his Master 

obeys, 
And Misery calleth to Mercy as she called in the olden days. 

Moses, thev said, had decreed it— she should die for this sin accurst, 

But the Lord said — " He that is sinless let liini east the stone at her first! " 

Then their consciences, blushing and shamefaced, condemned them for sins 

of their own, 
And thev stole from the Temple in silence, leaving Misery anil Mercy alone. 
Then Christ spake to the anguished woman who crouched on the Temple 

floor, 
And He uttered no condemnation, 'hut said, "Go, and sin no more!" 
Though this woman had strayed from virtue — had committed the thing 

abhorred. 
She was snatched from the hand of Justice bv the pity and power of the 

Lord. 
And he is the most like the Master who walkcth in merciful ways, 
For Miserv calleth to Mercy as she called in the olden days. 

'Yet still there are women around us, who have fallen to lives of shame, 
Who are scorned by virtuous persons, and known by an evil name. 
Some frequent places of darkness, like the vampire that llieth by night, 
And others the haunts of the debauchee 'midst revelry, folly, and light. 
And some, they have seen but few summers, while others are. grey with their 

years, 
But all know the sorrow that shame brings, and have washed their cheeks 

with their tears. 
They have sinned, and 'tis just they should suffer, for this is the law of all 

things : 
The transgressor shall not escape sorrow, nor the penalty wickedness brings. 



And so they are Misery's daughters, these women ol evil ways, 
Vet Misery calleth to Mercy as she called in the olden davs. 

In the streets and marts of the citv, roam men of an outcast mien, 
Who are ragged, unkempt and homeless: pallid, and dirty, and lean. 
Some of them drunken and idle, and some of them branded with crimes, 
While others are honest but workless — they have fallen on evil times. 
Some were their own undoing; some suffer through others' wrongs, 
But whatever the cause of the Wretched, they traverse the city in throngs. 
And they meet with scorn and contumely, those men in an evil plight, 
For few there will be who will pity, or help them to do what is right. 
But Christ ever felt for the friendless, against whom the haughty inveighs, 
And Misery calleth to Mercy as she called in the olden days. 

There are men, and women, and children, in sickness, and sorrow and strife, 
Who battle 'gainst odds that arc fearful, for a. bed, a crust and life. 
Thev are cursed into vice by their heritage, sunk in disgrace through a fault! 
Banned by mankind for a weakness, and doomed to temptation's assault. 
They are thrust by our Scribes and the Pharisees (who have sprung from 

the old-time stock), 
Into the midst of the scornful, -who only look on them to mock. 
Christ, who with pity regards them, seeks to assuage their pain 
By moving the hearts of'His children to come to their help again. 
And the beams of His Christly compassion gleam bright through this 

world's dark haze, 
And Misery calleth to Mercy as she called in the olden days. 

Blind Misery called loudly to Mercv, the lame and the leper likewise; 

And Christ, the Lord of all pity, wiped the tears from Misery's eyes. 

So we who are His disciples, and His love in our hearts enshrine, 

Should do as He did when he traversed the fair land of Palestine. 

Should bind up the brokendiearted, should give unto those in need, 

Should pray for the souls in prison, and those who for pardon plead, 

And thus we shall please our dear Master, and we shall His mercy receive 

If we extend mercy to others, and the poor and the fallen relieve. 

Then loosen your purse-strings, disciples, to help those in sorrow's sad mase, 

For Misery calleth to Mercy, as .she called in the olden days. J. B. 
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fillliiil O you wish to give a Christmas present to vour old friend that will bring him or 
HI T\^ her cheer and blessing each week in 1908 ? If so, you can't do better than send us the 
B JLvlfl address and a dollar and we will send, every week, to any part of Canada a copy of the 
llllllllllll War Cry, including two special numbers — Christmas and Easter. 

The War Cry comes as a spiritual tonic. It contains full reports of what is. 
perhaps the most aggressive spiritual and social organization in existence to-day; with articles 
and sketches of a most interesting 'and instructive character. It is brimful of human interest and 
incentive to holy living, and js profusely illustrated. 

If you are in doubt what sort of a present to give your friend, give him the War Cry for a, 
year. Send us his address and a dollar and we will do the rest. 
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|SOU can't give your young friend a present that will give him pleasure for a longer time- 
than a year's subscription to the Young Soldier, the Army's Paper for children of all 
Sii i, M creeds and classes. . . . 

l^MlMsi; This is a twelve-page paper in a colored cover. Is copiously illustrated and chock- 

full of stones and articles which are full of interest to young people, and which 
contain the loftiest ideals and most elevated lessons. 

There are also literary and painting competitions, puzzles, and many other things to develop 
youthful mentality. 

This paper will be sent each week to your young friend if you will send us his or her address 
and fifty cents. For a dollar we will send the Young Soldier to both the little boy and girl you 
chose in any part of Canada and Newfoundland. 

Subscriptions should be sent to the Trade Secretary, the Temple, James and Albert Sts., Toronto., 
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Christmas Carols 



Christians, Jltvake! 

Tune— N.B.B. 178. 

1 Christians, awake ! salute the happy 

* morn 

Whereon the Saviour of mankind was born, 
Rise to adore the mystery of love 
Which hosts of angels chanted from above, 
Witli them the joyful tidings first begun 
Of God incarnate, and the virgin's son. 

Then to the watchful shepherds it was told, 
Who heard the angelic herald's voice, "Be- 
hold, 
1 bring good tidings of a Saviour's birth, 
To you and all the nations of the earth, 
This day hath God fulfilled His promised 

word ; 
This day is born a Saviour, Christ, the 
Lord." 



All glory to the new-born King, 

Christ has come ! 
Our hearts adore Him while we sing, 

Christ has come! 
He's come, the Lord of earth and skies, 
And in a lowly manger lies, 
To gain for us a Paradise, 

Christ has come! 

Poor, weary sinner, trembling one, 

Christ has come! 
He has for yon the victory won, 

Christ has come ! 
He's come to save both you and me, 
To hear our curse on Calvary, 
And every sinner may go free, 

Christ has come! 






By Thine own eternal Spirit 
Rule in all our hearts alone ; 

By Thine all-sufficient merit 
Raise us to Thy glorious throne 



Bail the 15tw°Bom Ring*. 
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Christ Ifas Come, 

Tune— Christ for Me. 

Oh, let ns hail the Saviour's birth — 

Christ has come! 
Sweet Messenger of peace on earth, 

Christ has come! 
He's come, let men and angels sing, 
And through the world the echo ring, 
To-day is born our Saviour- King, 

Christ has conn; ! 
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the Purpose of His Birth. 

Tune— Glory, Jesus Saves Me. 

Come, Thou long-expected Jesus, 
Born to set Thy people free ; 

From our sins and tears release us, 
Let us find our rest in Thee. 



Glory, glory, Jesus saves me ! 

Glory, glory to the Lambl 
Oh, the cleansing blood has reached me, 

Glory, glory to the Lamb ! 

Born Thy people to deliver, 
Born a child, and yet a King, 

Born to reign in us for ever. 
Now Thy gracious Kingdom bring. 



'I Him 



Tune— N.B.B. 92. 

Hark, the herald angels sing, 
Glory to the new-born King, 
Peace on earth and mercy mild, 
God and sinners reconciled ! 
Joyful all ye nations rise, 
Join the triumph of the slues ; 
Universal nature say, 
Christ, the Lord, is born to-day. 

Hail the Heavenly Prince of Peace (l 
Hail the Sun of Righteousness, 
Light and life to all He brings, 
Risen with healing in His wings. 
Mild, He lays His glory by, 
Born that man no more may die, 
Born to raise the sons of earth, 
Born to give them second birth. 

Come, Desire of nations, eome, 
Fix in us Thy humble home ; 
Rise, the woman's conquering Seed, 
Bruise in us the serpent's head. 
Adam's likeness, Lord, efface; 
Stamp Thy image in its place ; 
Oh, to all Thyself impart, 
Form'd in each believing heart. 



"mwM 
Mm* 






ft.'. '-.'-.;', 



>0 



Mm 



M 






$&$ 






'# 



WW 



ty&8 



<•' .■'..■■■. 









i°^(: 



r'WA 



iM 



ww\ 






